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Calculated to inſpire MIR TH, raiſe the 
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The Whole forming the moſt excellent Selection 
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Trio MISCELLANY. 


8 O N 6. 


THE SENTIMENT SONGe 


* 


Tune Sing Tautararara Toaſt all. 


INNER o'er and grace ſaid, we'll for bus'nef: 
prepare, 
Arrang'd right and left in ſupport of tlig chair, 
We'll chorus our ſongs as the circling toaſt paſſes, 
And manage cur bumpers as muſical glaſſes. 
Sing Tantararaa, 759% all. 


To your lips, my convivials, the Burgundy lift, 
May we never want courage when put to a! = 

35 1 
Here s What tars diſlike, and what ladies like beſt, 
Yhat's that — you may aniwer, why *tis 2% le preßt. 
Ling 7. ant ararata, . 


2 Ye 


6 © 879 


E 
Ve fowlers, who eager at partridges aim, 
Don't mark the maim'd covey, but mind better 


game; 
Tis beauty's the ſport to repay ſportſmens trouble, 
" And there may our pointers ſtand fliff in the ftubble. 

; Sing Tan ararara, &c, 


_— 


To game we gire laws, and game laws we have 
{kill in — 


Here's Lowe's laws, and they who loves laws are ful- 
filling : 


But never may damſels * to the ſport; 
Nor aue ſuffer non quits when call d into court. 
| Sing Tamararara, Oc. 


As the Indians are warring, our game we muſt fluſh, 
On our breaſts, as we lie, we preſent thro' a buſh— 
Here's the neſt in the biſb, and the bird neſting lover, 
Here's Middleſex buſb fighting —reſt and recover. 
Sing Tantararara, c. 


Aſthmatical gluttons exiſt but to eat, 
They purchaſe repletions at each turtle treat; 
Love's fealt boaſts a flavour unknown to made diſhes, 


Here's life's dainty, dr gſi d with the fuveet ſauce f 
"IF Mes. 


Sing Tantararara, Sc. 


EX air befal every 15 fair may fine ladies fall, 
| No colour LI fix on, but drink to them all: 
” - 'The black, the brunette, and the golden lock'd 
4 dame 
755 22 of all locks and van the ſame. 
= Ding Tantararara, &c. 
r be | More 


— 


x „ 


1 
More upright ſore-knowledge that lock is com- 
manding, | | 
Than all other locks, aye, or Locke's Underſtanding ; _ 
That lock has the caſtet of Cupid within it, 
So, here's to the de, lads —1he critical minute. 


Sing Tantararara, &c, 


Lads pour out libations from bottles and bowls 


The mother of All-Saints, is drank by All-Souls— 


Here's the coawn-bed of beauty which upraijes man, 
And beneath 1he thatch'd-houſe the miraculous cann. 


Sing T antararara, Cc. 


The Dock-yard that furniſhes Great-Britain's fleet, 
"The Book-binger's wives manufact'ring in ſheets 3 
The brown-female reaper, who dares undertake her? 
And the wife of Will. Wattle, he neat baſket-maker. 


Sing Tantararara, Cc. 


Here's Bathfheba's cockpit, where David food centry, 
Eve's cuſtim-houſe, where Auam made the firſt entry; 
7 he pleaſant plat'd water fall, midſt Buſhy park, 

The nici makes the tail fand ihe farrier's wife's mark. 


Sing Tantararara, ©. 
T hat the hungry be fil d with rich things let us ſhy. 


Aud well pleaſed the rich be ſent emply away : 
T he mil er's wife's muſic—the lajs that's lamb-like, 


And Fence of the farmer en the top of love s dyke. 


* 


Sing Tantararara, Sc. 


B 3 But 


Tr " 


6 0-4 
But why from this round-about phraſe muſt be 
gueſs'd, 1 
What in one ſingle ſyllable's better expreſs'd ? 
That ſyllable then I my ſentiment call, 


So here's to that word, which is, one word for all. 


Sing Tant ararara, Se. 


N. 
FATHER PAL. 


E T grave Divines preach up dull rules, 
And moral wit refine: 
The precepts taught in Roman ſchools, 
We friars here define. 


CHORUS. 


Here's a health to father Paul, 
For flowing bowls 

Inſpire the ſouls 
Of jolly friars all, 


When in the convent we are met, 
We laugh, we joke, we ling ; 

All worldly cares we there forget, 
For father Paul's our king. 

Here's a Healih, Go. 


No 


* E lads and ye laſſes ſo buxom and clever, 


3 
No abſolution we will give, 
Ye blue ey' d nuns, ſo fair; 
No benediction here receive, 
Bat baniſh all your care. | 
Here's a Health, fc. 


With beads and crois, not held divine, 
We pray with fervent zeal | 
To roſy Bacchus, god of wine, 
Who does each joy reveal. 
Here's a Health, &&c, 


May ev'ry friar pleaſe his nun, 
Each nun her friar pleaſe ; 
And each alike enjoy their fun 
With freedom and with eaſe. 55 
Here's a Health, Ec. 


Then fill your bampers, ions of mirth, 
Let friars be the toaſt; 
Long may they all exiſt on earth, 
And nans their orders boaſt. 
Here's @ Health, Oc. 


8 ON G. 


ST. PATRICK 's DAY IN THE MORNING, 


Who come from Hibernia, of famous renown 3 
Put on your beſt bibs and be coming together, 
So neatly yourſelves all adorning. 


B 4 | The 


8 

I The muſic ſhall be pay . 

| Each ſhall be dancing, and ſkipping around; 

| Green ſhamrock ſhall ſhine, fir, 

| To make us all fine, fir; 

| Salt fiſh and potatoes | 

| Shall ſmoak, my dear creatures, 

And nothing be wanting that there can be found; | 

Full bumpers of whiſkey, | 7] 
Will make us all friſkey 1 


On St. Partrick's day in the morning. 


St. Patrick he was of vaſt eſtimation, | 
And liv'd a great while, fir, before he was dead; | 
He frighten'd the bug-a-bos out of the nation, CO 
So none of your ſneering and ſcornings z | 
For many things he did moſt truly, 
All as clever as clever could be; 
He baniſh'd the bugs, fir, 
From blankets and rugs, fir, 
Ahl hub a boo, ſir, | 
What more could he do, fir ? | 1 
Whatever he ſaid, fir, the blind could not ſee: | 
With heart like ſhelaly, | 
Then let us be gaily 
Oa St. Patrick's day in the morning. 


There's Phelim O'Pagan and ruddy-fac*d Paddy, 

© > With many tall fellows to make up the wake; 
Miss Blarney will dance with ner mammy and daddy 
And piay till the evening's returning: — 
With mirth and muſic, dance and caper, | 
While each pretty Miſs, fir, 
We'll ſmuggle and kiſs, fir, 


* 


And 


— ͤ— eb 


0 


8 


On St. Patrick's day in the morning. 


; 19 J 
And pull 'em and haul 'em, 
And tenderly maul em, 
Arrah, who in the world are ſo merry as we? | 
All this to begin, fir, | | 1 
We think it no fin, fir, * 


5 
1 

} 
l 


— 


8 -N G. 


THE WIS H. 


E T others ſing of flames and darts, 
And all love's lull-a-by; 
Oft crying eyes and cracking hearts, 
The deuce a bit will l: 
If you are willing, I'm ſo too, 
If not, why there's no more to do. | 
Fa la la, Je. 


Should you expect in ſorrow's guiſe, 
I'll wear a woful face; 
Such maudlin mumm'ry I deſpiſe, 
Mine is no love- ſic K caſe : 
Tis but my whim, e'en make it thine, 
Then whim to whim, and your's to mine. 


Fa la la, Ce. 


Or, if you think, in golden rain, 
Like Jove, IAI pave my way; 
Such expectations are but vain, 
I've only this to ſay |! 
You've ſomething thai I would be at, 
I've ſomething too ſo tit for tat. 4 
B 5 Fa la la, Se. ** 4 


1 10 J 
Your taſte, your talk, I may admire, 
And praiſe, with truth, your face; 
Your ſpark'ling eyes, that ſpeak deſire, 
And give expreſſion grace: 
Yet there's a — but I'll not be bold, 


Nor ſay, That's better took than told. 
| Fa la la, 6c. 


Well kens the laſs that I would win, 
And well I ken the road ; 
Re that is out woald tain be in, 
A patriot a-la-mode :— | 
As you're my {ov'reign, grant me grace, 
I only aſk a little place. | 
Fa la la, &c. 


Leaſt ſaid, they ſav, is mended foon— 
With you L'll not diſpute ; 
Ill taſtes the long requeſted boon, 
Tis ſweet, when ſhort's the ſuit : 
Then grant, with grace, the gift I ſue, 
And let me, without grace fall too, 


2»*„C — 


8 O N G. 
SPANISH DOUBLOONS. 


OW avay, my brave boys, hoiſt the flag, 
bear the drum, | 
Let the ſtreamers wave over the main; 

When Oid England, ſhe calls, ſhe merrily calls, 
Come, {he can't call a ſailor in vain: 
a | Already 


Fa la la, &c. | 


— —— — . 


— 


E ö 
| Already we ſeem an Armada to chace, | | 
| Already behold the galleons ; | 
Undaunted, unconquer'd, look death in the face, 
And return With a load of Doubloons. 


. ge I 


( 


Then farewel, for a time, lovely ſweethearts, dear 
Wives, 

Nancy, tear not the fate of True Blue ; 

Though we leave you, and in-rrily venture our lives, 
To our doxies we'l! ever prove true: 

With ſpirit we go an Armada to chace, 

{ With rapiure behold the galleons; 

Undaunted, unconquer'd, look death in the face, 

And return with a load of Doubloons. 


$0 N06, 


THE BUSY CREW, 


% 
— © Stevi 0 


Sung by Mr. Banniſter. 


£ SOT 


HE buſy crew the fails unbending, 
The ſnip in harbour ſaſe arriv'd; 

35 Qakum all his perils ending, 

Had made the Port where Kitty liv'd. 


J . no one dare attack it, 
Tight 'fore and aft, above, below; 
Long quarter'd thoes, check ſhirt, blue jacket, 


13 With trowier: like the driven ſnow. i 
B 6 His 


* 


His honeſt heart with pleaſure glowing, —- 4 


Scarce had he been a boat's length rowing, N 


He flew like lightning to the ſide; 


Before his Kitty he eſpy d. = 


A flowing pendant gaily flutter'd, 5 
From her neat- made hat of ftraw ; | 
Red were her cheeks when firſt ſhe utter'd, ; 
It was her ſailor that ſhe ſaw. 


And now the gazing crew ſurround her, 
While ſecure from all alarms : 
Swift as a ball from a nine-pounder, TJ 
They dart into each others arms. 


4 


TIMOTHY» 


Sung by Mrs. Jordan. 


S I was a walking one morning in May., 
I heard a young damſel to ſigh and toſay, 
My true-love has left me *twas but yeſterday, | 
He took his leave of me, and ſo went his way: 
The very next time that I did him ſee, | 
He vow'd to be conſtant, be conſtant to me: 
I aſk'd him his name, and he made this reply, 
"Tin T—=]—M—O—T—H-Y. | 


. 


r 


by 
*, 
b7 
A 
| 


My father*s poſſeſs'd of nine hundred a year, 


And I am ns daughter and his only heir; 


They went to the Church and were married, they ſay⸗ 


L 13 J 


Not a farthing of fortune he'll give me I fear, 
It I marry with . O- U my dear: TM 
Says he, if you'll wed me pray tell me your mind, 

A huſband lil make you both loving and kind; 

And now to the Church, my dear, let us repair, 4 
Ne'er mind your F—-A—T—H-E-R, f 


* 


* 
Bo, 


And went to the father the very ſame day, 
Saying, honored father, we tell unto thee, 
That we are WM - A—R—R- I--E—D: 

With that the old Codger began for to ſtare, 
You've married my daughter and my only heir, 
Bur ſince it is ſo, — to it 1 comply, 


Wich T—I—M—O—T—H—Y. 1 
— — —ä — 


0 


33 


THE VIRTUE OF WINE. 


ETTER our heads than hearts mould ackeg 
Love's childith empire we deſpite ; ; 
Good wine of him a ſlave can make, 5 
And force a lover to be wiſe. 1 


Wine ſweetens all the cares of peace, 
And takes the terror off from war: 
To love's affliction it gives eaſe, 


And to our joys does beſt prepare. 


ö L143 

Better out heads than hearts ſhould ache, 

| Love's childiſh empire we deiptie : 

Good wine of him a flave can make, 
And force a lover to be wile. 


ji SQ N 8. 

| | BACCHUS'S BOAST. 

[} 
* | | 
A HEN Bacchus, the patron of love, wit, and 
j | mirth, 

Wich vineyards had planted the face of t the earth; 


I erno' nations tern'd rebels, and bicke from his (way, 


Come, drunk with his bounty, deny's to obey. 
42 F Derry aown, Oe. 


He harneſs'd his tygers, he marſhall'd his force, 

E Silenus was jutler, Lord Pan led the horle : 

The Ganges they paſs'd, came in ſighi of the foe, 
00 ſtruck them all dead without fciking a biow. 
Derry down, Fe 


S 


DP Twas Pan did the feat, put their troops ina fright, 
Por he {lily ſtole into their camp over night; 
And while they were ſleeping, not Crcaming fuch 


matter, 
de drew off their wine, fill'd their flaſks up with 


Derry down, Ec. 


51 


* * ; 
— — 1 


[18 1 
Next morn when they *woke, and their bottles pull'd 
out, 


The firſt gulp they took put them all to the rout ; 
They trembled from monarch to the meaneſt me- 


chanic, 
From whence comes the phrafe, *to put men in 4 
panic. 


Derry down, Ge. 


Ye heroes of Europe, whoſe martial parade 
Attracts the of. ſenſe of each dreſs-tempted maid 
Well judge of this ſcheme, and impartial declare, 


Could you with mere water, march fearieſs to war? 


Derry Gown, Se. 


The buck of the Greeks, Alexander by name, 

As much by his drinking as fighting got fame; 
He was ſure of the victory, lads, you muſt think, 
Who drank but to conquer, and conquer'd to Sake 


Derry aown, Oc. 


By foul pale-fac'd villains, who only drank water, 


Great Cæſar was dragg'd to the ſenate-houſe 


ſlaughter : 

Had they drank what they ought, they*d have dropt 
their deſign, 

And no more ſpilt his blood, than we bucks ſpill our 


Wine. 
| Derry down, & c. 


"Tis by maxims more noble we nouriſh our youth, 
Kept conſtant to claret, they're conſtant to truth; 
On the virtuez of wine we may ſafely depend, 
He who ſticks to his bottle will ſtick to his friend. 
Derry down, Qc. 


—— 
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1 

Tis wine (like the Sun) that invig' rates our hours, 

Wine blooms our complexion, as Sol blooms the 
flo rs: 

And as birds grateiul ſing when he ſpreads his bright 


rays, 


So we bucks, in full chorus, chaunt bright claret's 


praile. 
Derry down, Oc. 


Each roſe, when the ſun's from his hemiſphere fled, 

Shuts his leaves, dewy Weeps, 2 and hangs heavy his 
nead : 

When his wine's goze, each | buck thus ſad will be- 
come, 

Folds his arms, gives a ſigh, hides his head, and 
Kulks home. 

firs down, Oc. 


S: O N G. 


BACCHUS'S TUNe 


gamb'ing, 
Squanderiag their caſh at their creditor's coſt ; 
While ſome on the ns woe of Newmarket love ram- 
bling, 
ag: too oft the wrong fide 0'the poſt : 
But pleaſure inviting, and women delighting, 
My ſpirits exhale and enrapture me moſt, 


R UND Arthur's gay table ſome love to be 


With 


be 


\s» 


ith 


5 1 
With theſe ev'ry vapour I chaſe, 
Rejecting the fiend of de pair: 
Look poverty full in the face, 
And kick up the crutches of care. 


Ye formal, methgdical ſons of ſobriety, 


Phlegmatic and cold. to feſtivity coy, 
Who ne'er knew the pleaſures of mirthiul ſociety, 
Whoſe larum of lite ſeldom wakes into joy: 
Adieu to ſuch notions! for Bacchus's potions, 
Inſpiring good humour, far better i prize; 
Go preach your dull maxims eliewhere, 
Shake your noddles, and ſeem to look wiſe 3 
To me your dull precepts forbear, 
» Believe me your cant I deipiſe. 


What Pope has aſcrib'd to the fountain poetical, 
Holds good with reſpect to the grape's purple 
ſtream ; | | 
Maintain it I will againſt all that are critical, 
However abſurd the maxims may leem : 


With draughts that are ſhallow the head's over 


mellow, | ; 
Then ſnap goes the axis that holds up the brain: 
But drinking large bumpers inſpires 
'The animal flow of each vein; 


Rekindles the ſoul's dying fires, 
And makes us all ſober again. 


Then toſs off your bumpers, you ſons of virility, 
50 ſhal! ye triumph o'er Bacchus's tun 4 . 

Be merry, my boys, and enjoy riſibility, 
Happinels riſes from laughter and fun: * 


( 18 ] 
To make the glaſs ſweeter, our pleaſures com- 
pleter, i 
Dear woman ſteps in with a look debonair, 
She the waſte of love's ledger repairs 
She makes herſelf kind as ſhe's fair: 
Her hand moſt good natur'dly tears 
Ev'ry leaf from the volume of care, 


. 
FRIENDSHIP AND WINE. 


J ET the grave and the gay enjoy life how they 
; mw. | 
My pleaſures their pleaſures ſurpaſs ; 
Go the world well or ill, 'tis the ſame with me Kill, 
If I have but my friend and my glaſs. 


The lover may ſigh, the courtier may lie, 
And Cralus his treaſure amals ; 

All the joys are but vain that are bleaded with pain, 
So L' ſtand by my friend and my glaſs. 


New life wine inſpires, and creates new deſires, 
And oft wins the lover his lats : 
Or his courage prepares to diſdain the nymphs airs, 
So I'll ſtick to my friend and my glaſs, 


The earth ſucks the rain, the ſun draws the main, 
With the earth wei are all in a claſs; 
Then enlivea the clay, let us live while we may, 


And I'll ſtand by my friend and my glaſs. 


'Tis 


18 frienc 
We car. 
ith COU 

ſta 
Come- 


E 
þ Tis friendſhip and wine only life can refine, 65 
We care not whate' er comes to pals 5 
ith courtiers or great men, there's none of us 
ſtateſmen; 
Come — Here's to our friend and our glafs, 


{ 8 Q N G. 


| NEPTUNE'S MISTAKE. 


H AD Neptune when firſt he took charge of the 
Been as wiſe, or at leaſt been as merry as we, 
} He'd have thought better on't, and inſtead of the 
f brine, ; 

; He'd have fill'd the vaſt ocean with generous wine, 


What trafficking then would have been on the main, 
For the ſake of good liquor, as well as for gain? 
No fear then of tempeſt, or danger of ſinking, 

The fiſhes ne'er drown that are always a drinking. 


The hot thirſty ſun then would drive with more haſte, 
Secure in the ev'ning of ſuch a repaſt; 

And when he'd got tiply would have taken his nap” 
With double the pleaſure in Thetis's lap. 


By the force of his rays, and thus heated with wine, 
Conſider how gloriouſly Phoebus would ſhine : 
What vaſt exhalations he'd draw up on high, 

To relieve the poor earth as it wanted ſupply. 


* 
955 
- 
: 
* 
f 
& 
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F 


( 20 ] 


How happy us mortals when bleſs'd with ſuch rain, 
To fill all our veſſels, and fill them again! 
Nay, even the beggar that has ne'er a diſh, 


Might jump in the river, and drink like a fiſh. 


What mirth and contentment in every one's brow, /Þ 


x 
1 


Hob, as great as a prince, dancing after the plow ! 
The birds in the air, as they play on the wing, 
Altho' they but fp, would eternally ſing. 


The ſtars, who I think don't to drinking incline, 
Would frifk and rejoice at the fame of the wine, 

And merrily twinkling, would ſoon let us know 
That they were as happy as mortals below. _ 


Had this been the cafe, what had we then enjoy'd, 
Our pirits 11] riſing, our fancy ne'er cloy'd! 

A pox then on Neptune, when 'twas in his pow'r, 
To ſup, like a fool, ſuch a fortunate hour, 


— 
* 


8 O0 N. 
BACCHUS'S RAS. 


% ONS of Bacchus let's be gay, 
Nimbly move the cheerful glaſs; 
Life 1s ſhort and glides away, 
Let it then in pleaſure paſs: 
Phoebus now may mac his light, 
Silver Cynthia ceaſe to ſhine, 
Bacchus? rays are far more bright, 
Sparkling from the gen'rous wine. 


a 
When che nymph is coy and cold, 
And puts 0% a {corniul air; 
Bacch us makes the lover bold, 
| Courage ever gaias the fair: 
While the loo ho waſtes his time, 
Trifl ng o'er inſipid tea, 
Neer can aim at thiags ſublime, 
Till he freely drinks like me. 


ain, ; 


8 O N Gs 


.. 


THE WAND“ AINCG TAR. 


17 By R. B. Sberidan, E/q. 


HE wand'ring Tar, who not for years had 
d, preſt, 
I The widow'd partner of his day of reſt, 
„ J0On the cold deck, far from her arms remoy'd, 
He huins the ditty Which nis Sutan lov d; 
And waule round the cadence rude 15 blown, 
The boatſwain whitties in a ſofter tone. 


3 


The ſoldier, fairly proud 2 wounds and toil, | 

{Pants for the tr umph of his Nancy's imile; 4 

But e're the batcie ſhould he hear her cries, | 

The lover trembcs, and the hero dies! 

That heart, by war and honour ſteel'd to fear, * I 
Droops at a ſigh, and ſickens at à tear. | + 2M 


1 


In female breaſts, did ſenſe and merit rule, 


The lover's mind would aſk no other ſchool ; 


Sham'd into ſenſe, the ſcholars of our eyes, Shi 
Our beaux from gallantry would ſoon be wiſe: Þ} 
Would gladly light, their homage to 1mprove, 

The lamp of REOOIIENS at the torch of love. 


s O N . 


THE MID WATCH, 


By R. J. Sheridan, Eſi. | 


| 


} 


HEN *tis night, and the mid-watch 1 is come 
And chilling miſts hang o'er the darken” | | 
main; | 

'Then failors think on their far diſtant home, I 

And of thoſe friends they ne'er may ſee again: 
But when the fights begun, | 
Each ſerving at his gun, 

Should any thought of them come o'er his mind ; 

We think, but ſhould the day be won, 
How 'twill cheer 
Their hearts, to hear 

That their old companion he was one. 


Or, my lad, if you a miſtreſs kind | I 
Have left on ſhore, ſome pretty girl and true, 
Who many a night doth liſten to the wind, 
And highs to think how it may fare with you: 


O 
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O, when the fight's begun, 
Each terving at his gun, 
Should any chouglit of her come o'er your mind; 
25 Think only ſhvald the day be won, 
| | How 'tw:ll cheer 
Her heart, to hear, 

That her own true ſailor he was one. 


; ELLIOT'S VICTORY. 


1. 
s come O R ever be recorded that glorious day, 
arken'd | When brave and gallant Elliot, with his 
1 | choſen few, 
True Britiſh heroes, with Britiſh valour ſteel'd, 
gain: A great and mighty hoſt of foes o'erthrew;: 
He, like the 1mpervious rock, | 
Stood firm amid the ſhock ; 6. 
und ; No fears could ſhake his daring foul, 
| The ſtreams of blood 
Pour'd like a flood; 
And thunders ſhook from pole to vale, 


- 
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Hark! how the cannon, with impetuous roar, 

Deal dread deſtruction *mid turrounding foes ; 
Princes and people line the diſtant ſhore, 

And veep, in filent awe, their country's woes: 


O | | Now 


—— 

43 

2 ” 

—ͤ — At > nat. yt — = —_—_ 


— — — — — UU— i ie et RES 


© 
TE 
t * 

— 


(24 ] 
Now hear the whiſtling ſhot, 
The balls they fly red hot: 
The hulls are all on fire: 
Look ev'ry way, 
Death and diſmay, 
Will ſurely make the foe retire. 


The gun- boats all advance, by valiant Curtis led, p. 
Not 3 ſea, nor fire, can daunt Britannia's | | 
on; | 
Rous'd from the deep, old Neptune rears his head, 
Well pleas'd to ſee the fight ſo nobly won: 
E'en now before our ſight, 
J hey fink in endleſs night; 
Behold the wretched fallen crew ! 
From wat'ry grave, 
The poor, diſtreſs'd, ſurviving few. 


2 


Britannia joyful now appears, 
Her godlike chiefs to crown 3 
Fame ſounds her golden trump on high, 
To deeds of high renown, 


Whilſt Britain's ſons ſo firm unite, 
And heroes ſuch command; 

No envious hoſtile foe will dare, 

Diſturb a happy land. 


SONG, 


2 


NG. 


3 
$ O NG. 


THE CON MT SE WEDDING. 


OME haſte to the wedding, ye friends and ye 
neighbours, 
The lovers their bliſs can no longer dela 
Forget all your ſorrows, your cares, and your [avon rs, 
And let every heart beat with rapture to-day : 
Come, come, one and all, 
Attead to my call, 
And revel in pleaſures that never can cloy ! 
Come ſee 
Rural Felicity, 
Which love and innocence ever enjoy. 


Let envy and pride, let hate and ambition, 
Still crow'd to and bias the breaſts of the great; 
To ſuch wretched paſſions we give no admiſhon, 
But leave them alone to the wiſe ones of fta: 
We boaſt of no wealth, 
But contentment and health, 
In mirch and in friendſhip our moments em- 
Ploy: 
Come, Oc. 


With reaſon we taſte of each heart- ſtirring plea- 
ſure, 
With reaſon we drink of the full flowing bowl ; 
Are jocund and gay, but all within meaiure, 
For fatal exceſs but enſlaves the free ſoul: 
Come, come, at our bidding, 
To this happy wedding, 
No care ſhall obtrude their own bliſs to allov : 
8 Come, 2 


0 
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THE SERVANT?'S DISASTER. 


Sung by Mr. Edwin, 


1 A M VERN than poor debtors, coop'd uy up in wie 
capes, 
Board 255 [ had, now bare boards are my wages; 
To get into bad bread ſure I had no call, fir, 
But bad bread is better than no bread at all, firi 
All, fir, 
Small, fir, 
No bread at all, ſir— ch! 


Oh had Ja wife, tho' half ſtarv'd like your hum ble, 


There's ſome conſolation in ſomething to mumble; 
Yet I'm married, tho' ſingle—I tell you no fibs, fir, 
Here, look at my waiſtcoat—I'm pothung but ribs, 
fir ! 
Fibs, fir, 
Ribs, fir, 
Nothing but ribs, fir—oh ! 


Was ever poor ſervant in ſuch a diſaſter? | 
I'm maſter'd by ſtarving, and ſtarv'd by my maſter; 
I'm in a fad taking --wita nothing to take, fir, 
1'd ſtake all I'm worth to be worth a beet ſteak, fir ! 
Take, fir, 
Steak, ſir, 
Take a beef fleak, ſir—oh! 


SONG. 


Jle, 
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8 OO N G. 


PLEASURES OF THE NIGHT. 
dung in Comus. 


Y dimpled brook and fountain brim, 

The wood nymph deck'd with daſies trim, 
The merry, merry wakes and paſtimes keep; 
What has night to do with ſicep ? 


Night has better frogts to prove 
Venus awakes and wakens love; . 
Come, let us our rites begin, 

*T15 only day-light that makes lin. 


$0 N- ds 
THE MIDDLING WAY. 


- 


ARM and wanton one night by her huſ- 
band's dull ſide, 


A wiſhing wife, ſighing, began thus to chide; ; 


Tis hard, my dear] ack, that from me you ſhould ſtray, 
Be contented at home in the middiing way, 


Derry down, Oc. 
What abroad can you find that you have not at 


home ? 
Jack heard her, but flily reſoly'd to be mum: 
She pull'd him, ſhe pinch'd him, and cry'd out, 
John, pray 
Do not fleep now, my dear, for tis out of the way. 
Ca Derry (ws, Oc. 
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With a yawn, Jack he cries, wife what 18't you 
want ? 

III do all I can if my al: will content: 

Your all, my dear Jack, is all you can ſay, 

Or all that I want in the middling way. 


Derry daun, & c. 
Jo obey he began, but began in a hurry, 


Which, like poor Hans Carvel, put Ma'am in a 


fury; 


Says ſhe, 1 perceive you don't mind what I ſay, 
Lord, Jack, pray hold ſtill, for you're out of the 


WA). 
Derry don, Se. 


Why, I hate to be tantaliz'd, Jack and you know it, 


Ir you ve any love for me, now pray my dear, ſhew 
it; 


Jack obey'd the direction, til all ſne could ſay 
Was, now you are plump in the middling way. 
Derry down, Fc. 


I've fs you a ſong i in the middling way, 

My ſingi s is poor | ſuppoſe you will ſay; 

Yet fo fond I'm of ſinging, my muſe next extends, 
To ſing or {ay nothing of t'other two ends. 


uy down, 2 Co 


Which end is the beſt, and which moſt can prevail, 


As for ſhips, birds, and fiſh, they are ſteer d by the 
tail; 


And aitho* man and wife for the head may contend, 


They're both better pleas'd when they get t other 
end. 


Derry down, ee. 


Je. 


Fe. 


For the joy of a buck lies in love, wit, and wine; 


33 
The end of our m' ſfes, the end of our wives, 
The end of our loves, and the end of our lives; 
The end of connection twixt miſtreſs and male, 
Tho? the head does deſign, has its end in the tail. 
| Derry down, Oe. 


More ends I could name, but thoſe are the beſt, 
No end l ſhould gain in recounting the reſt: 

Yet one I will add, which you cannot th nk wrong, 
And that is to make here an end of my ſong. 


Derry down, Oe. 


ec ee E AFL EINE noe—mmm_aa 
$ O:N . 
GOOD HUMOUR AND WIT, 9 


FY NE ev'ning good humour took wit as his 
| gueſt, | | 
Reioly'd to 11dulge in a ſenſible feaſt; | 
Their liquor was claret, and friendſhip their hoſt, 
And mirth, ſong, and ſentiment garniſh'd each » 
toaſt, 8 | 5 
Derry dewn, c. 


But while, like true bucks, they enjoy their deſign, 


Alarm'd! they all heard at the door a loud knock, 
And the watchman hoarſe beliow'd, twas paſt 

twelve o' clock. 3 
| C 3 Derry deaun, Q. 
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They Zimbly ran down, the diſturbing dog found, 
And up flairs they dragg'd the impetrtinent hound; 
When brought to the light, how much were they 
pleas'd, 
To ſee 'twas the grey glutton, Time, they had ſeiz'd. 
Derry down, © ce 


Ils glaſs as his Janthorn, his ſcythe as his pole, 


And bis fingle lock dangled adown his ſmooth 
icull ; 


My friend, quoth he, coughing, I thought fit to 


Knock, 
And bid ye be gone, for *tis paſt twelve o'clock, 
Derry down, &c. 


Say 5 the venom'd tooth ſavage, on this advice fix, 
"ho nature ſtrikes twelve, folly ſtill points to fix : 


He longer had preach'd, but no longer they'd bear 
5 


So hid him at once in a hogſhead of claret. 


Derry down, c. 


This is right, call'd out wit, while your yet in your 
prime, 


There's nothing like claret for killing of Time: 


Huzza, reply'd Love, now no more can he knock, 
Or, impertinent, teil us, tis pait twelve o'clock. 
Derry. down, Tc. 


Since Time is conſin'd to our wine, let us think, 


By this maxim we're ſure of our Lime when we 
drink; 


With bumpers, my lads, lete our glaſſes be prim'd, 
Now we're certain our drinking 15 always well tim'd. 
Derry down. Oc. 


| 
| 
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THE SWEETHEART, 
Tune—Der:y donn. 


INC E the world is ſo old and the times are 
ſo new, 
And every thing talk'd of except what 1s true; 
Among other ftories my fable may paſs, 
Of four or five ſweethearts who courted a laſs. 
| Derry cown, Cc. 


| The firſt was from France, a-la-mode de Paris, 


All faſhion, all feather, bien Monſieur poudre 
He bow'd, he took ſnuff, cut a caper, and then 
He bow'd, cut a caper, and took ſnuff again. 

Derry down, Se. 


A Dutchman advanc'd, —when the lady he ſaw; 
He dropp'd down Kis pipe and he blubber'd out — 
aw ; | 
With hands hid in pocket, and unpoliſh'd leer, 
As frogs ling in courtlhip, ſo croak'd out Mynheer. 
Derry auUN, Oc. 


From Connaught, irfelf, 8 beau came, 
Macfinnin Macgragh Bal liubrougn was his name; 
He bow'd to the laſs, and he ſtar'd at Monheur, 
Clapp'd his hand on his 0 5ord, and ſaid, Ab. ai ah 
wy dear 
C 4 Heres down, Se. 


* 1 

The next a meſs John, of rank methodiſt taint, 

| V ho thought like a fipner, but look'd like a ſaint, 
is Clos'd hands, twirl'd his thumbs, moving muckle 
Fi his face | 

Then turn'd up his eyes as about to ſay grace. 
Derry down, &c, 


ye 2 — a 
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A neat Engliſh {ailor in holiday trim, 

Wo had long lov'd the laſs, and the laſs had lov'd 

| | f him, 

"= Athwart them all ſtept under arm toſs'd his ſwitch, 

|! Dyuar'd his hat, op'd his pouch, gave his trowſers a 
lis. | hitch, 

| „„ Derry abaun, Cc. 


Aae along- ſide her fell, and he grapled on board, 
She {truck the firlt broadſide of kiſſes he pour'd ; 
| Then he tow'd her to church, and as to the reſt, 

: Wnat aftcrwards follow'd is eaſily gueſs'd. 


Derry down, Cc. 
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S O0 N G. 
THE UPS AND 5 
Sung by Mr. Edwin, 
| O ups and . we daily ſee 
| Examples, moſt furprizing 


The high and low, of each degree, 
Now, failing, and now eriſing: 


Some 


t, 
cle 


c. 


E 


I 


Some up, ſome down ; tome in ſome out; 
Some neither one nor t'other : 
Knaves, Fools, Jews, Geatiles, join the rout, 
And joſtle one another. 
With my heigho! 
Gee up! gee ho! 
Higgledy piggledy, 
Truth, honour, honeſty, 
Trim tram! 
Your honeſty's ſcarce, 
Honour's grown a mere farce, 


And poor truth! baw, an obſolete whim wham. 


By ups and downs, ſome folks, they ſay 
Among grandees have got, fir; 
Who were themſelves, but yeſterday, 
The Lord knows who or what, fir : 
Sans ſenſe, or pence, in merit's chair, 
They doſe and dream ſupine-o! 
But how the devil they came there,— 
That neither you nor I know. 
With my Heigho, Cc. 


Your Country-maid comes up to town, 
A ſimple aukward body; 
In half a year again goes down, 
No Peacock half fo gaudy | 
Lord ma'am, exclaims the Lawyer's wife, 
( With ſcandal ever ready) 
You ſee the ups and downs of life 
Have made our Meg a lady. | 
C's. With my Heigho Te, 


(34 J 

Virtue and Vanity are grown 

Meer buckets in a well, fir; 
The laſt gets up, the firſt gets down, 

As all the World can tell, fir : 
So many downs poor Firtue meets, 

Her ups ſo very few, fir; 
Tis ſaid ſhe's naked met 1'the ſtreets, 

But that is nothing new, fir. 

With my Heigho, Se. 


Oh! what an age of ups and downs, 
Hey! ſeven's the main, my Lord thrice knocks; 
Lands, Liberties, Manors and Towns, 
Are rattling in the dice box! 
Up fly the fools, on ruin bent, 
While they are full in feather; 
Get pluck'd, then rumbling down are ſent, 
Whoop Pell-Mell all together. 
128 55 With my Heigho, c. 


DICK AND THE OLD WOMAN. 


Tune— How goes it Brother Jack. 


"7 HENCE comes it, neighbour Dick, 
ä That you with youth uncommon; 
Have ſerv'd the girls this trick, 


And wedded an old woman? 


Ot. 


bes; 


Oc. 


Dick, 


6 TJ 
Each belle cor ic: +. the choice 
Of a youth 10 ay And iprightly 3 
But we, your friends rejoice, 
That 750 ve judg'd fo nightly, 
| Happy Dick, 


Thoug! odd to ſome it ſounds, 


Tuat on three core you ventur'd; 
Vet in ten thouſand pounds, 


Ter thouſand charms are center d. 


Happy Dick. 
Beauty, we know, will fade, 
As doth the ſhort liv'd flower; 
Nor can the faireſt maid 
Inſure her bloom an hour. 
Happy Dick. 
Then wiſely you reſi gn 
For ſixty, charms ſo tranſient; 
As the curious value coin 
Tne more for beingancient. 
| Hay Dic. 


Wich; joy your ſpouſe ſhall fer 


The lading beauties round her; 
And ſhe herſelf ſtill be 
The ſame that firſt you found her. 


Happy Dich. 
Oft' is the marriage ſtate 
With jealouſies Attended ; 
And hence, through toul debate, 
Are nuptual joys ſuſpended. 5 
C6 Happy Dich. 


E 
But veu with ſuch a wife, 
No jealous fears are under: 
She s your's alone for life, 
Or much we all ſhall wonder, 


Happy Dick. 
Her death would grieve you ſore 
hut let not that torment you; 
My life, ſhe'll ſee four-ſcore, 
If that will but content you. 
| Happy Dick. 


On this you may rely, 

For the pains you took to win her; 
She'll ne'er in child-bed die, 
Unleſs the devil's in her. 


Happy Dick. 
Some have the name of hell, 
To matrimony given; 
How falſly you can tell, 
Who find it ſuch a heaven. 
: | | Happy Dick. 


With you, each day and night 
crown'd with joy and gladneſs; 


W hile envious virgins bite 
- Tae hated ſheets for madneſs. 


With ſpouſe long ſhare the bliſs, 
Y'had miſs'd in any other; 

And when you've buried this, 

May you have ſuch another. 


Happy Dicks 


Happy Dick. 


A 
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Obſerving hence by you 

In marriage ſuch decorum 
Our wiſer youths ſhall do 

As you have done before em. 


Happy Dick. 
S O NG. 
THROW THE STOCKING. 


Sung by Mr. Wilſon, 


HEN a lover's in the wind, 
Tho” Miſs is coy, we always find 


At laſt ſhe turns out wond'rous kind, 


Nor thinks a man ſo ſhocking: 

A woman's frowns are but a jeſt, 

She's angry only to be preſt, 

And then ſhe grants her friends requeſt, 
To let them throw the flocking. 


While pudding-ſleeves unites their hands, 


And fetters both in marriage bands, 


John grins, and Molly fooliſh ſtands, 


To ſee the neighbours flock in: 


But after ſupper John is led, 


With love and liquor in his head, 
Tuck'd with his Molly into bed, 
Then hey to throw the ſtocking | 


The 


1 1 

The night ſoon paſt, the morning come, 
The couple looking queer and rum, 
He ſays but little, ſhe is dumb, 

The chamber door unlocking : 
But Molly, who was once ſo coy, 
No longer now conceals her joy; 
She vows all day, for her dear boy, 

She'd trudge without a ſtocking,. 


8 O N G. 
THE DANDY o! 


Sung by Mr. Davies. 


HERE. is a chambermaid lives in the South, 
So tight, ſo light, ſo neat) ſo gay, ſo han- 
dy—o! 
Her breath is like the roſe, and the pretty little 
mouth 
Of pretty little tippet is the ce 


Never could. I I claſp the waiſt of Sukey, Sal, or 


Peg, 
Their arms ſo red, their ugly legs ſo bandy-o: 
But ſlim and 8 is the waiſt; the neat eit 
leg 


Of Pre little tippet is the my] þ 


Tippet 
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Tippet of the South, if ſhe gives but a ſmile, 
Chears the cockles of my ſkipping heart like 


brandy-o! 
Each part, each limb, each look, would any one be- 
guile, 


But take her altogether, ſhe's the dandy- o. 


Each part, each limb, each look, would any one be- 
guile, 


And Tippet's little total is the dandy- o. 


* 
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8 O NG. 
THE SHOULDER K NOT. 
Sung by Miſs George. 


YT OHN tripp'd up the ſtairs by night, 
Heigho! to Betty got ; 
John tripp'd up the ſtairs by night, | 
Slyly without candle light : * 
Cries Bett, Who's there?“ 
6 TPis I my dear, 


Johnny with his ſhoulder-knor.”? 


What did fooliſh Betty do, 
Heigh ho! ſhe knew not what; 
What did foohſh Betty do? 
Lifts the latch—in he flew ! 
When he kiſs'd, 
Could ſhe reſiſt 
Johnny with his ſhoulder-knot ? 


Madam 


8 N * 8 
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Madam Maudlin ſoon found out, 
Heigh ho! poor Betty's lot: 
Madam Maudiin-ſoon found out, 
« What's this, ſays ſhe, you've been about?“ 


FFP 


Betty cries, 
And wipes her eyes, 
The deuce was in his ſhoulder-knot.”? 


r 
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s O N 6. 


nE BUTTER WOMAN. 


5 A cAN TATA. 


1 RECITATIVE. 


—— 


* E blooming maids from Mneymoſyne ſprung, 

Inſpire my verſe, as when great Virgil ſung; 

Teach me in flowing numbers to relate, 

* The fate of Dobbin and his miſtreſs Kate: 

Teach me with ſympathetic woe to tell, 
What dire miſhap this ruſtic dame befel. 


AIX. 
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One morning early in the ſpring, 
When laylocks they were blowing, 
When o'er the lawns the blackbirds ſing, 
And peaſants they we're mowing. 


When 


Vhen 


The parſon, he, may fancy me, 


1 :-] | 
When nature paints the daiſy'd mead, 
With beauty's art excelling ; 


Dame Kate got on her founder'd ſteed, 
And left the ruſtic dwelling. 


She jog'd along, replete with care, 
And of ſome matter ſcheming; 

Summing the profits of her ware, 
Of noaght but int'reſt dreaming. 


At length the dame from ſilence broke, 
And thus began to ſolace: 
But firſt on Dobbin laid a ſtroxe, 


Tank he might mend his ſlow pace, 


Eightcen ſcore new-laid eggs I've brought, 
Some chickens hatch'd laſt Eaſter ; 

My eggs I'll ſell for ten a groat, 
Each chicken for a teaſter. 


All theſe will help to huy a cow, 
It I'm not very ſhallow ; 

In time | ſhall have calves enough, 
To buy a piece of fallow. 


Who knows, e'r Jong I rich may be, 
And wear the fineſt linen; 


And then ['Il leave off ſpinning. 
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J know the dames will envy me, 
I'll care not for their gibing; 


But be as proud as any ſhe, 
And wear my ſilks and ribbon. 


RECITATIVE. 


*Twas thus ſhe ended, when a Raven's croak, 

She heard, deſcending from a neighbouring oak : 

A murrain on that whoreſon croak, {aid ſhe, 

That curſed noiſe forebodes no good to me: — 
Down Dobbin fell, and o'er his batter'd frame, 
Tumbled the mighty caſtle-building dame; 
Her panniers break, her chickens went aſtray, 

And her maſh'd eggs beitrew the dirty way! 
Sprawling ſhe lay, from head to foot beſmear'd, 
Her *kerchief torn, and her poſteriors bar'd.— 


80 Cloacinia, when ſhe rears her head, 


« Above the ſtagnate waters putrid bed, 
With yellow filth of od'rate common-ſewer, 
Her matted hair and face is daub'd all o'er,” 
She heav'd a ſigh, which afſk'd a quick relief, 
And thus in plaintive ftrains declar'd her grief. 


A. I Re 


Oh, my bones are all ſore, 

And my cloaths are all tore, 
I never was in ſuch a pickle; 

My belly 1s bare, 

And my back, I declare, 


Dame fortune is wond'rous fickle. | 
| | Tol at rol. 


f. 


74 ae rol. | 


1 4 J 
Curs'd Dobbin, 'tis you 
That's made this to do, 
For had you ſtood firm on your legs; 
All had been well, 
] never had fell, 
But got ſafe with my chickens and eggs 
7. 67 de rol. 


Oh, terrible fare, | 
That I who fo late 
Thought of nothing but pleaſure to come; 
Should ſprawl in the road, 
All beſmcar'd like a toad, 
From the c crown of the head to the bum. 
| Tel de 701. 


Oh, ye gods, how I ache, 
Now I ſee my miſtake, 
Had I taken the fure-footed mare ; 
Left Dobbin at graſs, 
In the lane with the Aſs, 


The market I'd reach'd wick my Ware. 


Tol de rol. 
Should it come to the ear, 
The neighbours would ineer, 
The village would make me a jeſt; 
Pray heaven none's nigh, | 
My misfortune to ſpy, 
And [ll evermore act for the beſt, 
Tol de rol, 
- SONG. 
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THE PALACES OF LIQUOR, 
Sung by Mr. Edwin, 


OUR Mountain, Sack, your Frontiniac, 
Tokay, and twenty more, fir ! 
* Your Sherry, and Perry, which make men merry, 
Are Deities I adore, ſir: | 
And well may Port, 
Your praiſe extort, 
When from his palace forth he comes, 
And glucks, x98 | gurgles, fumes, and foams. 


Old Rum, Arrack, and Coniac, 
Are known for men of might, fir ; 
Nor ſhall Sir Flaſket Florence lack 
A place among my Knights, fir : : 
Don Calcavalla 
Is a noble fellow : a 
When from, Oe. 
Madeira! var him I ſing, | 
And Old Hock, lo! another ; 
Champaigne is my moſt Chriſtian King, 
And Burgundy's his brother : 
Bold Bordeaux! too, | 
Shall have his due ! 
When from, e. 


If ſingly thus, each Champion may 
: 75 op many laurels gather; 
Gods! what a giorious Congrels, they, 
When all are met together ! 
When high in ſtate 
Each Potentate, 
Whin from, Cc. 
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fays Mynher Yar/lawken,—yes, zalr, ſays I, —I vas 
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The celebrated Dutch and German DIALOGUE 


betaween Mynheer Eupharſon, and Mynheer Van- 
ſlawken. | 


A S I was going by de Tirteen Cantoons, dat is 
de place vere de vas ſell de Alamote Peef, 
who ſhould pe ſtand at de doors, but Mynheer Van 


Sawken and Mynheer Vanoyſon. Zo, Mynheer 
 LVanſlawken vas to ſay to me, vat is de matter you 


nefer vas go down to de Veen's-Head, at T//ea, to 
play. de game at de Dutch Robers. Zo I zay to 

him, I never vas go dere, but I vill go ſome time or 
anoders. Zo he zay to me, come now, come now, 
and pring your vife along vid you. Zo | zay to 


him, Zair, J vas got ne'er a vifes Zo he zay to 
me den I ſuppoſe you keep a faulker voman's—y es, 


Zair, ſays I, —I vas keep a faulker voman's to be 
zure, Zair. Zo den he zay to me, vell, vell, pring 


your faulker voman's along vid you —Zo I go into 


A eaulners-Lane, I feſh mine faulker voman's and 
away ve vas go to de Veen's- Head, at Yeal/ea, veſt 

py his Majeſty's Pon-Houſe. Ven ve vas come dere, 
dere vas Mynheer Vanſlaauten, Mynheer Vandyſon, 
and his vifes, and his vife's broders, and Mynbeer 
Her f5richen, and his fauder and moders. Zo Myn- 
heer Fanſlawken he vas zay to me, zair, I vill play 
vid you at de Dutch Robers for any monie. Zo 
avay ve vas go at it, and vile he vas look over de 
vall at de younk faulker voman's, as vas to go py— 
Py got, zair, 1 vas tip all nine, four ! puſh down 


mid de bowl, and five mid doter hand. —Fley, fat 


de devils 11h de matter know ? Vat you tip all nine? 


tip 


E 


tip all nine :—py got dat vas not fair, ſays Myn- 
heer Vanſlawken—yes zair, ſays I, dat vas very fair. 
Vell, vell, ſays Mynheer Yanſlawten, I cou'd not 
zee, I had not eyes in mine aurſe. Zo den he zay, 
he vou'd play anoder game along mid me. Zol 


P'ay anoder games — and anoder and anoder, 
—þy got I vas beat him every one. Zo he zay he 
vou'd play no more games, but vou'd go into de room 
behind de bar, and hafe a tankard of de ſhmilt 


beers, and baper of de ſhmoiſt tobacco. Zo in de 


mean vile my taulker woman's vas in de bar, along 
mid de voman of de houſe, and Madam Yarflawker. 
Lode voman's of de houſe, vas zay to mine faulker 
- voman's— Madam, vill you pleaſe to come and ſhit 
down by me. Zo mine faulker voman's vas ſhit 


down by de voman's of de houſe, and de voman's 


of de houſe vas ſhit down by mine faulker voman's. 
-1+L0 de voman's of de houſe ſhe zay to Madam Van- 
aufen, and mine faulker voman's, ladies, vill you 
hate a trop of a trams, Zo py got, they drink five 
or ſix trams a piece, dey vas very {oper voman's to 
be ture. Jo in de mean time Mynheer Yan/lawker 
vas tumble into a a great diſpute, about viſh vas de 
greateſt man's, de Hon. Mr. Pitt, or de Hon. Mr. 
Hex. Lol LEY, Mr. Pitt vas a more greater man 
as he. Den Mynheer Yanflawken ſay, pſhaw, 
ptlaw, Mr. Pitt is no more as a fooliſh young vo- 
an's, dat vas make me mad as de devils. Zo I 
zay Py got, he is no more as foolith young boy, ſo 
you vas a har for dat, den he vas come up to me, 
and gif me a develiſh dump of de eye. Zo den 
J go up to him, and gif him anoder dump. Zo 
den he came up to me and gift me a dump of de 
yeek, den I gif anoder dump of de yeek, away den 
ve go to it, dere vas dump for dump, and Pump 
| for 
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for plump, *till Mynheer Yan/lawken vas got me 
down on de floor. Zo I vas lye down on de 


floor, vat muſt I do den, Mynheer vas a great tall 


groſs man's come ſau, and J vas a little ſpare man's 
come ſau, Zo py got a comical thought vas come 
into mine head, dat I would pite de Daſbman's noſe, 

Zo py got, I turn about, and pite his noſe troo and 
tro0,——Donder and Blackſen, zays Mynheer, 
for vat is you pite a man's noſe.— No zair, ſaid I 
I did not pite your noſe. By got, ſays Mynheer 


 Fanflawken, you vas a tam'd lyar, if you ſay you 


vas not pite my noſe, Zo ] zay, indeed zair, I did 
not. Donder and Blackſen, you lie you dief, only 


zee now yentlemens, how it was hanging dingle 
- dangle, one one way and de oder by a little bit of 


{kin.—Zo den all de yentlemens zay, it vas a tamt 
ſhame dat one man ſhould pite anoder man's noſe, 


Zo one yentleman vas come and pife me adump, 
and anoder came and gife me a dump, py got 


dey gife me ten hundred touſand dumps, and den 
kick me out of de company. Zo as | vas go down 
ſtairs, 1 zay murder! murder! Zo who ſhould. come 
up but an Erglifman, as I vas know fery vell. 
— Zo J zay to him, come along mid me, here is 
Mynheer Yan/lawken zays hafe pite his nole, — —O _ 
G—fd—m his plood, ſays de Englifhmans, tell him 
he pit his own noſe his own fſeli ;—py got I tought 
vas very comical, dat a man ſhould pite his own 
noſe : however I know de Engli/hmans vas very good 
at de dumps and de plumps, he vas bete nine or 
ten Duſbmans preſently ; ] vas run in, dere! dere! 


' zays 1, Mynheer Vanſlaaufeu, you vas a blackguard, 


you vas a ſcoundrel and a diefsman, you ſay I vas 
pite your nole, py got, zair, you pite your own noſe 
your owuſelves. — Got tam my plood, yentlemens, 

| ſays 
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own nole his ownſelves. 
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ſays Mynheer Yanſlawken, here is : blackguard, 


here is a ſcoundrel! — Now yentlemens, I will be 


Jug'd by ye, veder it is poſſible a man can pite his 
Zo all de yentlemens 
zay no to be ſure. — But Mynheer Hoof5nichen, a 
fery grafe viſe man, vas ſhiting by de fire fide, 
drinking his tankard of de ſmiltſh peer, and ſmoak- 


ing his pipe of de ſmoiſht tobacco. Ventlemens 


zays he, noding is impoſſible vid got—if got pleaſe 
a man may pite his own noſe his own ſel ves. 
Zo den all de yent emens vas fall aboard de great 
fat Dußnan, and gife him ten hundred touſa d 


dumps, for pite his own noſe his ownlelves and lay 


it upon anoder mans. But in de mean vile, who 
ſhouid come in but Mynheer Katerfelto, de comical 
Jerman vid his black devils, py got he vas a co- 
mica! mans, ſo comical, he make you ſkite your 
brogenbrooks, he vas come in, O yentlemen, yen- 


tlemen, ſays he, vat is de reaſon of de damt noiſe 


and botterations. Come, come, ſhit down, zays he, 
J vill gife you a pit of a Dutch ſong. Zo den dey 
all call filence for Mynheer Katerfelto's ſong, and 


Mynheer Katerfelro, he was begin, 


Vonk coop macarmus 
My moiſaet hav'en con gelt, 
Eftſoon ye vel macarma ſcope; 
Myre gelt is out o' mine ſack alofe, 
Yonk coop macarmus 


My moiſnet ha'en con gelt. 


4 | SONG. 
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S ON G. 
THE SANDMAN'S WEDDING, 


A CANTATA. 


RECITATIVE. 


S Joe the ſandman drove his noble team 
Of raw-rump'd aſfes, ſand-ho! was his theme: 
Juſt as he turn'd the corner of the ſtrect, 
His dear lov'd Beſs, the bunter chanc'd to meet; 
With joy cry'd woa, did turn his quid, and flare, 
Firſt ſuck'd her jole, then thus addreſs'd the fair. 


e 
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Forgive me if I praiſe thoſe charms, 
'Thy darting eyes, lips, neck, and arms ; 
Thy breaſts to Joe always appear, 
Like two ſmall hills of ſand, my dear: 
Thy beauties, Bet, from top to toe, 
Have ſtole the heart oi ſandman Joe. 


Come wed, my dear, and let's agree, 
Then of the gin-club you'll be free 
No brick-maker, or ragman's frow, 

Dare then reproach my Beſs for Joe; 
For he's the kiddy, rum and queer, 

That all St. Giles's boys doth fear. 


D RECITATIVE® 
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RECITATIVE' 


Beſs, ſwell'd with gratitude, at length reply'd, 
Muſt Joey proffer thus and be deny'd? 

No, no, my Joe ſhall have his heart's delight, 
And we'll be wedded e' er we ſleep this night: 
Well ſpoke, quoth Joe, no more you need to jay, 
Gee-up, gallows, do you want any {and to-day. 
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Joe quickly his ſand he had fold, fir, 
And Beſs got a baſket of rags, 

Then up to St. Giles's they ſtroll'd, fir, 

Io every bunter Beſs brags : 

Then into a gin-ſhop they pike it, 
Where Beſs was admitted we hear ; 

For none of the crew dare but like it, 
As Joey, her kiddy was there. 


Full of glee, until ten that they ftarted, 
For {upper Joe ſent out a win 

A hog's maw betwixt them was parted, 
After they had fill'd it with gin: 

It was on an old leather trunk, ſir, 
They married were, never to part; 

But Beſſy ſhe being blind drunk, ſir, 
Joe drove her away in his cart. 


SONG. 


NG. 


1 
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LOVE. 


N O How vain is ev'ry bleſſing, 


How inſipid all our joys; 
Life how little worth poſſeſſing, 
But when love its time employs ! 


Love, the pureſt, nobleſt pleaſure, 
That the gods on earth beſtow; 

Adding wealth to every treaſure, 
Taking pain from every woe. 


80 9. 
LASS AND FRIAR. 


Lovely laſs to a friar came, 5 
A To confeſs in the morning early; 
In what my dear are you to blame? 
Come, own it all ſincerely: 
I've done, fir, what I dare not name, 
Wich a lad who loves me dearly, 


The greateſt fault in myſelf I know, 
Is what I now diſcover ; 


Then you to Rome for that mult go, 


There diſcipline to ſuffer : 
Lack-a-day! fir, if it muſt be ſo, 
Pray with me ſend my lover. 

| 22 


O, no, 
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O, no, no, my dear, you dream, 
We'll have no double dealing; 

But if with me you'll repeat he ſame, 
PI pardon your paſt failing! 

I muſt own, fir, though I bluſh for ſhame, 
That your penance is prevailing. 


; — "EE, 
. 
THE MEDLET. 


HIS world is a ſtage 
In which mankind engage, 
And each acts his part in a throng 5 
But all i confuſion, | 
Meer folly, deluſion, 
And faith, nothing elſe but a ſong : 
A ſong, a ſong, | | 
And faith, nothing elſe but a ſong. 


The parſon, ſo grave, 
Says your ſoul he will ſave, 
And point the right way from the wrong: 
After piouſly teaching, 1 
With long-winded preaching, 
He puts of his flock with a ſong. 


The doctor he fil ls 
You with bolus and pills, 

With aſſurance to make you live long: 
But believe me tis true, | 
The guinea's in view, 


And the reſt it is all but a ſong. 
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The ſurgeon ſo bold 
His lancet doth hold, 

And ſlaſhes your body along : 
Small wounds he enlarges, 
To fill up your charges, 

His art like the reſt is a ſong. 


The ſoldier he rattles 
Of fieges and battles, 
And fieges that he's been among : 
His preferment and ſpirit 
Are both like his merit, 
You ſee they are bought for a ſong. 


The ſhip-maſter cries, 
See the clouds how they riſe, _ 
Up aloft, my brave boys it blows ſtrong ; 
Boy make us ſome flip, 
And I'll warrantthe ſhip 
Will ſoon reach her port, is his ſong. 


Vers'd in quirks and in quibbles, 
The lawyer he ſcribbles, ' 
And moves his mellifluous tongue; 
Twixt demur and vacation, 
He'll raiſe expectation, 
Then {ink your eſtate to a ſong. 


The merchant 1s bent 
On his twenty per cent. 
To him journal and ledger belong; 
__ Commiſſion with charges, 
His profit enlarges, 
Till bis balanee may end in a ſong. 
| D 3 E With 
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With powder and lace, | 
And effeminate face, | 

The gay fop behold ſtrutting along; 
Juit arrived from his travels, 
At nothing he levels, 

But only a dance and a ſong. 


The gentle coq uet, 
She's all in a fret, 
In the morn if her toilet is wrong; 8 
The whole day ſhe will paſs. 
To conſult her dear glaſs, 
And at night die away with a ſong. 


The ſurly old prude, ö 

She will ſay you are rude, | 
For the bliſs tho” ſhe ſecretly long; 

But take her aſide, | 

You may manage her pride, 
And her virtue bring down to a ſong, 


The courtier he ſmiles _ 
At the tim: he beguiles, 
And feeds you with promiſes long: 
He ſqueezes your hand, 
And calls you his friend, 
Tho' he means nothing more than a ſong. 


Then let us be jolly, 
Drive hence melancholy, 
Since we are brave fellows among; 


£2. 
Tafte life as it paſſes, 


And fil. up our glaſſes, 


And each honeſt blade ling a ſong, 
A long, a ſong, 


And each honeſt blade üng a ſong. 


= — — 
S8 ON G. 


YOUNG JOCKEY. 
Sung at V. auer hall. 
* OUN G Jockey, who tein'd me a twelve- 


month or more, 
Now bolder is grown than was mortal before ; 
He whiſpers ſuch thing as n virgin thould car, 
And he preſſes my lips with : warmta 1 ca t bear. 
* 
With ſtories of love he would ſoften my mind, 
And his eyes ſpeak a temp to m chief inclin'd; 
But I vow not a moment I'll truſt him alone, 
And when next he grows rude, I will bid him be 
gone. 


Of honor and wath not a word has he poke, 

And his actions declare he thinks virtue a joke; 

He ſhail find bis miſtake, if he ventures to try, 

For, than yield on ſuch terms, oh! I rather would 
dle. 
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With no creature beſide he ſuch freedom dare take, 
Yet the handſome and witty he quits for my ſake : 
But how can I think that he loves me the beſt? 
Or how can I love him who'd break all my reſt ? 


Oh! Jockey, reform, nor be fooliſh again, 
Lei vou loſe a fond heart you ſhall never regain : 
It yoy change your behaviour, and to church chuſe 
to go, 
I forgive all that's paſt, and will never ſay no. 


ö 
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DEAR VARIETY, 
| | 4 
E T the philofophic wiſe, 
Preach up rules the gay deſpiſe ; 
Let the hoary bearded ſage, 
Cenſure follies of the age: 
Yet while briſk the vital tide, 
Pleaſure, thou ſhalt be my guide 
Live, oh, goddeſs! live with me, 
All in dear variety. 


Dwiell thou, love, within my breaſt, 
Juſt enough to make me bleſt; 
Let thy {weets inceſſant ſpring, 
But protect me from the tting | 

Be the paſſion unconfin'd, 

Under no reftraint the mind; 

But like birds, as fond and free, 
Pleas'd with dear variety. 


Keep, 


* 


5 
Keep, oh Plutus, all thy wealth, 


Give me competence and health; 
Care ſurrounds the miſer's hoard, 
Pains attends the ſpendthrift's board: 
Bacchus, in thy roſy bowl, 

Let me flake my thirity ſoul; 

But let reaſoa wait on thee, 

Reaſon prompts variety. 


Life on wings of joy ſhou'd haſte, 
Gloomy thougats the minutes waſte; 
We ſhou'd baniſh care and fear, 
Fate predeſtines all.things here : 
Hail to friendſhip, beauty, wine, 
Theſe make tranſient life divine! 
May they, ever live with me, 

All in dear variety, 


ON. HUMAN LIFE. 


NINCE all mankind to happineſs 

| Lay ſome fantaſtic claim; 

Tis ſtrange, among fo great a crow'd, 
That all ſhould miſs their aims 


How were I bleſt, (the Peaſant cries) 
Had empire been my ſhare ; 
Curſt be this grandeur, (ſays the Prince) 
The ſource of all my Oy: 
> | b) 
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As when ſome craggy cliff, from fas, 
With pleaſure we ſarvey; 
And, with the diſtaat proſpect fir'd, 
Straight thither make our way. 


But find, at length, with pains arriv d. 
It's tempting glory ceas'd; 

By deſart barrenneſs convinc 2 
The diſtance only pleas'd. 


Thus our o' er heated fancies rove, 
In all affairs of life: 

Her whom a miftre(s we adore, 
We nauſeate when a wife. 


I'll to be happy, be content, 
Nor break with care my ſleep;. 
Bliſs, like a ſhadow, run or ſtand, 
The it ſame diſtance keep. 


WOMAN AND WINE. 


ID me, when forty winters more 
Have furrow'd deep my pallid brow ; 


When from wy head, a ſcanty fore, 


Lankly the wither'd treſſes flow: 


When the warm tide, that bold and. ſtrong, 


Now rolls 1 Impetuous on, and tree : 


Languid and ſlow ſcarce creeps along, 


Then bid me court ſobriety. 


| . 
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Nature, Who form d the varied ſcene, 

Of rage and calm, of froſt and ſire, 
Unerring guide, could only mean, 

That age fhoald reaſon—youta deſire: 
Shall then that rebel, man, preiume 
\ (Invertinz nature's law) to fieze 
The dues o age, in youth's high bloom, 
/ And join impoſſibilities? 


No let me waite the frolic May, 
In wanton jovs and wild exceſs; 

In revel ſpart, and laughter gay, 

| And mirth, and roty cheartulneſs : 

Woman, the ſoul of all delights, 
And wine, the aid of love be near; 

All charms me that to Joy incites, | 
And ev'ry ſhe, that's kind, is fair. 


r — Ä 4 — — 
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ROAD TO HYMENs | 


OULD you wiſh o'er a maid to prevail, | 

In ſighs you your mind mult impart : 

You mult tell her ſome pretty love tale, 
And ſing what you feel at your heart. 


When, in pity, to love ſhe's inclin'd, 

And fondly believes all you ſay ; 
Sure embrace her while ſhe's in the mind; 
; There's danger in longer delay. 
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Ol how happy could I be with you, 
United in wedlock's ſoft chain; 
All the day we our pleaſures purſue, 
And revel it over the plain. 


Would the fates only grant me but this, 
All the cares of high life I defy; _ 

And, while thus we enjoy'd the true bliſs, 
How happy my Dicky and I! 


ee PROC pens: —— a * 
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LOVE AND WINE. 


O longer let whimſical ſongſters compare, 
N The merits of wine with the charms of the 
fair; | 
J appeal to the men to determine between 
A tun-belly'd Bacchus and beauty's fair queen. 


The pleaſures of drinking henceforth I reſign, 
For tho? there is mirth, there is madneſs in wine: 
Then let not falſe ſparkles our ſenſes beguile, 


*Tis the mention of Chloe that makes the glaſs 
ſmile. 

Her beauties with rapture my ſenſes inſpire, 

And the more I behold her, the more 1 admire! 


But the charms of her temper and mind I adore, 


How 


Theſe virtues fhal! bleſs me when beauty's no more. 
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How happy our days when with love we engage, 
"Tis the tranſport of youth, tis the comfort of age; 
But what are the joys of the bottle and bowl? 

Wine tickles the taſte. love enraptures the ſoul. 


A ſot, as he riots in liquor, will cry, 

The longer I drink the more thirty am I: 

From this fair confeſſion 'tis plain, my good friend, 
You're a toper eternal and drink to no end, 


Your big+belly'd bottle may raviſh your eye, 


But how fooliſh you look when your bottle is dry! 


From woman, dear woman, ſweet pleaſure muſt 
. ſpring, 
Nay, the ſtoicks muſt own it, ſhe is the beſt thing, 


Ser 


Vet ſome praiſes to wine we may juſtly afford, 


For a time it will make us as great as a lord: 


But woman, for ever gives traniport to man, 


And I'll love the dear ſex as long as I can. 


S ON G. 


TELL DEM NO. 


6 i HAT I might not be plagu'd with the non- 
ſenſe of men, | 

I promis'd my mother, again and again, 

To fay as ſhe bids me wherever J go, 

And to all that they aſk, or would have, tell 'em no. 


I 
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I really believe I have frighten'd a ſcore, 
They'll want to be with me, I warrant, no more: 
And l own I'm not ſorry for ſerving them ſo, 
Were the ſame thing to do, I again ſhould ſay no. 


" 
* 


But a ſhepherd I like, with more courage and art, 

Won't let me alone tho? I bid him depart; 

Such queſtions he puts, ſince I anſwer him ſo, 

That he makes me mean yes, tho' my words are ſtill 
no. | 


— 


He aſk'd, did I hate him, or think him too plain ? --W 

(Let me die it he is not a clever young ſwain) 1 

Should he venture a kiſs, if 1 from him would go, f 

Then he'd preſs my young lips, while I bluſh'd and 
laid no, 


He aſk'd, if my heart to another was gone, 
If I'd have him to leave me, or ceale to love on? 
If I meant my life long to anſwer him fo ? 

I fauiter'd, and figh'd, and reply'd to him, no. 


This morning an end to his courtſhip he made, 
Will Phillis ive longer a virgin? he ſaid; 

If I preſs you to church, will you ſcruple to go ? 
In a hearty good-humour, I anſwer'd, no, no! 


SONG, 


\ 
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LOVE AND INNOCENCE. 


Written by Mr. Nicholls. 


RECITATIVE., 


HERE two tall elms their verdant boughs 
entwin'd, | 

To form a ſhade from ſpreading hazels join'd; 
Twas there, to paſs in ſweets the ſultry hours, 
Young Damon hung the woodland's faireſt flow'rs: 
And when intenſely beam'd the mid-day heat, ä 
He led his Phillis to the cool retreat; 05 
Where grew the cuckoo-bud, and daffodil, 
With wild thyme ſweet, that loves the moſs=clad 

hill. 


No eye to ſee, no ear to hear their chat, 


Low on the velvet-graſs the lovers fat. 

Let not foul envy think they meant offence, 
No more they knew, but love and innocence. 
With gentle accents trembling on his tongue, 


Thus to the maid he lov'd the ſhepherd ſung. 


A 1 Rs 


Whilſt ſhelter'd from the beams of noon, 
Your ewes and lambkins reſt, 
Dear Phillis grant the promis'd bliſs, 
And make your Damon bleſt, Th 
— : 
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The thruſh no more ſhall wake the plain; 
The lark at riſing day, 
Forget to give his chearing ſtrain, 
When Spring leads up the 8 


Theſe clover-vales ſhall bloom no more, 
No verdure dreſs the grove; 

Yon ſtream forſake its ruſhy ſhore, 
When I deceive my love. 


RECITATIVE. 


No more he meant, than on her breaſt to lie, 
To dream of joys the realms of bliſs ſupply: 
The bluſhing maid of virtue's ſacred train, 
Repuls'd his love and thus addreſs'd the ſwains. 


K. I . 


Far o' er the mead a ſhepherd dwells, 
All filver is his beard ; | 

Note what the hoary hermit tells, 
There's truth in every word. 


Laſt eve I ran acroſs the vale, 
Swift as the ſwallow flies ; 

His cot obtain'd, I told my tale, 
And begg'd him to adviſe. 


Beware (he ſaid) our ruder race, 
For youth is fraught with art: 
And he who wears the faireſt face, 

Oft wants a gentle heart. 


- | Haplef*s. 


LY. 
Hapleſs for life's the luckleſs fair, 
If ſuch ſhe's doom'd to wed ; 


Tuere better death ſhould ſave her care, 


Upon her bridal bed. 


Such were his words; and, O my (wan 
Should you prove inſincere, 
hillis mult thro” her life complain, 
And otten drop a tear. 


RECITATIVE. 


The ardent lover heard the maid's ſurmiſe, | 


Then thus, enraptur'd, to her plaint replies. 
AI Re 


Pluck wild ambition from your A 
Once rooted, *twill encreale ; 

And ſoon the bitter fruits you'll find 
Deſtructive to your peace, 


Think better, ſweet, of one that's true, 
Believe my heart your own; 
For were a thoutand maids in view, 
I'd take but you alone. 


This boon I aſk of Heav'n to give, 
In ſome ſequeſter'd home, 

With you in wedlock's bonds to live, 
Without a thought to roam. 


From 
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From grey ey'd morn, *tiil ſtilly eve, 
From eve till riſing day 

No joy without thee I'd receive, 
Without thee ne'er be gay. 


Be thou bat mine, with roſy health, 
Let dear content be by; 

The reſt I'll leave the ſons of wealth, 
Without a ſingle ſigh. 


RECITATIVE., 


Thus ſang the youth, whoſe breaſt was honour's 
throne, | 

Whoſe mind ſimplicity had made her own : 

Till far a-field, the tinkling village bells 

Call'd ſportive echo from her grots and cells: 

They left the grove, unto the dance they iped, 

Revel'd till eve, and the next morn we're wed. 


A 3 Ks 


Now love and fond wiſhes concur, 

To make them the talk of the plain ; 
The maids take example from her, 

And the ſhepherds all copy the twain. 


Waere'er ſuch examples are ihown, 

Who of wedlock can ever repent ? 

Where conſtancy governs the throne, 
The ſubjects are {ure of content. 


RECITATIVE. 


To ſeek no more, let lovers learn from hence, 
Till Hymen wills, than love and innocence. 


80 
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A MARTIAL SONS. 


OME ye lads who wiſh to ſhine, 
Bright in future ſtory, 
Haſte to arms, and form the line 
That leads to martial glory! 
Charge the muſket, point the lance, 
Brave the worſt of dangers; | 
Tell the bluſt'ring ſons of France, 
That we to fear are ſtrangers. 


Britain, when the lion's rouz'd, 
And her flag is rearing, 

Always finds her ſons diſpos'd 
To drub the foe that's daring. 


Charge the muſeet , ” e. 


Hearts of oak, with ſpeed advance, 
Pour your Naval thunder 
On the trembling ſhores of France, 
And ſtrike the world with wonder. 
Charge the muſtet, Sa 


Honour for the brave to ſhare, 
Is the nobleſt booty, ; 
Guard your coaſt, protect the fair, 
For that's a Briton's duty. 
Charge the ie, Se. 


* ea and 


What if Spaniards, to their parts, 
Form a baſe alliance ; | 

All unite, and Engliſh hearts 
May b1d the world dehance : 

Beat the drum, the trumpet ſound, 
Manly and united; | 

Danger face, maintain your ground, 
And ſee your country righted, 


—— IEF II RI vNamowao—_nm—ns 
8 N 8. 
SON G UPON SONGS, 


 FYOME every briſk ſoul, 
Who delights in a bowl; 
In mirth, or what to it belongs; 
Attend to my verſe, 
While here I rehearſe, | 
To pleaſe you, a ſong upon ſongs. 


But firſt I declare, 
To him that will hear, 
This little original ſong ; 
Let him think what he will, 
Nought offenſive or ill, 
Is contain'd in my ſong upon ſongs. 


Great flateſmen conceal, 
Their ſchemcs, wheel in wheel, 
And under diſguiſe commit wrongs ; 
I nobody hurt, 
But contribute to ſport, 
By writing this ſong upon ſongs. 


TI &. » 


'The 


The 


As this is a ſong upon ſongs, 


| CT. 
The boiſterous knave, 
Who pretends to be brave, 
And boaſts of his fights and ding-dongs ; 
When put to the teſt, | 
How fallen his creſt, 
And his courage a ſong upon ſongs, 


The clergy reſort 
To ſuperiors at court, 

And crave for fat livings in throngs 3 
While I, with low aim, | 
Aſpire to fame, 

In ſcribbling a ſong upon ſongs: 


Taſte differs in all, 
In great and in ſmall, 
A hobby-horſe to all belongs; 
A girl, ball, or play, 
A review, or birth-day, 


Or even a ſong upon ſongs. 


Guitars with ſome ſuit, 
Some a fiddle or flute, 
And ſome love a poker and tongs; 
Sone admire duettos, 
And others cantatos, 


And others my ſong upon ſongs. 


Let all who've the ſpleen, 
Buy this magazine, : 

Such property to it belongs; 
*T will give them a cure, 
As certain and ſure 


But 


* . 7 


* 
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But if you proceed, 
And continue to read, 
ach ſong which to this book belongs ; 
| You'll own, I believe, 
Many pleaſures can give, 
Beſides this our long upon ſongs. 


. 
THE CIRCUM BIBBER DUM, 


Sung by Mr. Banniſter, in the Strangers at Home, 


H O' I can't walk quite ſtraight, 
| And in figure of eight, 
Still circling my legs do their duty; 
You'll always obſerve, 
That a regular curve 
Is rech- on'd the true line of beauty. 


Of Quakers they tell, 

(He who fiddled ſo well) 

That his notes made hills, rocks and trees caper ; ; 
So I can in my way, 
When a Solo l play, 

Make *em dance full as well as that Scraper. 


Tho' at fr on a ſurvey, 
Things ſeem topſey-turvey, 


When your us'd to't things don't look ſo gt L 
t 
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Still they move, more or leſs, 
And good judges confeſs, 
Moving proſpects are always delightful, 


The world's circular motion, 

Il'm ſure's no falſe notion; 

For tho' ſober I ne'er could believe it: 
Truth in wine, boys, is found, 
Now I ſee it turns round ;— _ 

He that's drunk can moſt plainly perceive it. 


tu No 


THE CRICKETTERS. 


3 W HE N running life's race, 


We gallop apace, 

Zach ſtrives to be firſt at the poſt; 
Mount hope with catch weights, 
For game's give-and-take plates, 

And pray what is Fame but——a toaft ? 


The taſte of our days 
Is in poaching for praiſe, 
All men of their ſervices boaſt; 
The ladies by dreſs, 
The ſame ardour expreſs, 
Each would if ſhe could be—a zoaff, 


Both ſexes agree, 
Over wine to be free, | 
For freedom's an Engliſhman's boaſt 3 
As freely we think, 
So as freely we drink, 
And a /entiment give=for a toaſt, 
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Wuat! is life, prithee ſay, 
But a glaſs and away, 
While health is our ruddy-fac'd hoſt ? 
But when we abuſe him, 
We're certain to loſe him, 


By taking too much of—a z0aft. 


Theſe common-place rhimes 
Suit common-place times, 
Who now can of genius boaſt ? 
Why, really, I think 
*T15 a ſcience to drink, 
And there's genius in giving==a 76/2. 


Even politics fail, 
Altercation grows tale, 
Of what now can either fide boaſts 
No matter to us, 
All their farce and their fuſs, 
Deſerves not the name of—a 70afts 


The riots and Routs 
Of the ins and the outs, 
Is only a newſpaper roaſt : 
Of cricket I ſing, 
In and Out there's the thing, 
And there I'll attempt —a new !0aft, 


May our 1nings be long, 
May our bow!/ing be ſtrong, 


| Middle avicket I chuſe for my poſt; 


Come, bumper away, 
?Twaxt the ſtumps your balls play, 


And wiz the game love—that's the 20. 


4 


SONG. 
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THE MERRY res. 


E that will not merry be 
11 With a gen'rous bewl and a toaſt, 


May he in Bridewell be ſhut up, 
And faſt bound to a poſi, 


CHORUS. 


Let him be merry merry there, 
And we'll be merry merry here; 
For who can know where we ſhall go 
I To be merry another year? 


He that will not merry be, 
And take his glaſs in courſe ; 
May he be obliged to drink ſmall beer, 
Wich ne'er a penny in his purſe. 5 
4 Let him, Se. 


He that will not merry be, 
With a company of jolly boys; 
May he be plagu'd with a ſcolding wife, 
To confound him with her noiſe. 
Let him, Se. 


He that will not merry be 
With his miſtreſs in his bed; 
Let him be buried in the church. vxard, 
And me put in _ ſtead, 


NG. Let him, Tc. 


SAIL ORs 
BESCRIPTION OF A HUNTING. 


OING to ſee my father the other day, he 

ax'd me to take a voyage a hunting with 

him ;—ſo, when the ſwabber had rigg'd the horſes, 
they brought me one to ſtow myielf on board of, 
that they toid me was in ſuch right and tight 
trim, ſhe would go as faſt upon any tack AS 2 
Folkſtone Cutter; ſo I got up aloft, and clapt 
myſelf athwart ſhip, this'n, and made as much 
way as the beſt on 'um —and to the windward of 
a gravel-pit we eſpied a hare at anchor; ſo ſhe 
weighed and bore away, and juſt as I had over- 


taken her, my horſe came bump aſhore upon a 


ſtone, the back ſtay broke, ſhe pitch'd me over 
the forecaſtle, came keel upwards, and unſhipp'd 


my ſhoulder, and damme if I ever ſet ſail on a 
land privateering again. 


SONG. 


| 


ING. 


r 
S O NS. 
THE TOAST—=A CATCHe 


Written by Mr. Cunningham. 


IVE the toaſt, my good fellow, be jovial and 
8a, | 
And let the briſk moments paſs toon away ! ! 
Here's the King — take your bumpers, my brave 
Britiſh fouls, | 
Who youre your fair freedom ſhould crown your full 
owls ; 
Let him live—long and happy—ſee Lewis brought 


down, 
And taſte all the comforts, no cares, of a crown. 


cen 
. 
FAL DE RAL TIT» 
Sung by Mr. Edavin in Teague. 


5 WAS I learn'd a pretty ſong in France, 
And I brought it o'er the ſea by chance, 
And when in Wapping I did dance, 
Oh! the like was never ſeen: 
For I made the muſic loud for to play, 
All for to paſs the dull hours away, | 
And when I had nothing left for to ſay, 
Then I 00g fal de ral . &c. 
2 
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As I was walking down Thames-ftreet, 

F A ſhip-mate of mine | chanc'd for to meet, 
And 1 was reſolv'd him for to treat, 

| With a cann of grog, gillio! 

A cann of grog they brought us firaight, 
All for to pleaſure my ſhip- mate, 

And ſatisfaction gave him ftraight, 
Then I ſung fal de ral tit, &c. 


The maccaronies next came in, 
All dreſs'd ſo neat and look'd ſo trim, 
And thinking ſor to ſtrike me dumb: 
Some was ſhort and ſome was tall, 
But *tis very well known that I bang'd them all, 
For I dous'd their heads againſt the wall, 
Then I ſung fal de ral tit, &c. 


The landlord then aloud did ſay, 

As how he wiſh'd I'd go away, 

And if I attempted for to ſtay, 

As how he'd take the law : 

Lord d—me, ſays I, you may do your worſt, 
For I have ſcarcely quench'd my thirſt ; 
All this I ſaid and nothing worſe, 
Then I ſung fal de ral tit, &c. 


i | | 
It's when I've croſs'd the raging main, 
And be come back to Old England again, 
Of grog I'Il drink galore; 

With a pretty girl to ſit by my ſide, 
And for her coſtly robes I'll provide, 

So that ſhe ſhall be ſatisfied, 
Then I'll ſing fal de ral tit, &c, 


i > 
4 
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8 N 8. 
THE REPRISALS. 


OME rouſe, brother Tars, hark! the ſeamen 


all cry, 
We'ere order'd to fight, let us conquer or die; : 
The trumpet's bold notes, and the cannon's loud 
roar, 


Will chide the dull landſmen, for ling*ring on 
ſhore. 


3 has juſt ſent us a proſperous gale, 
Directs all our thunders and fills every ſail ; 
She ſoon will aſſure us we arm not in vain, 


And make us all rich by the ſpoils of the main. 


Leave, leave, my brave meſſmates, the ſmiles of the 


fair, 


"Tis George that demands all the heart you can 
ſpare 


Then tell them that love muſt to glory give place, ; 


Soon beauty ſhall wel come the conqu”ror's embrace. 


Jo fame, jovial hunters, your {ports ye muſt yield, 

Here glory awaits you on ocean's wide field 

We've an excellent chace, nobler game we've in 
view, 


Tis Frenchmen chat fly, while we Britons purſue. 


E 3 Lock 
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Look yonder! look yonder! Monſieur is in fight, 

Let's haſte to bear down, and prepare for the fight; 

But coward like Frenchmen ne'er wait tor the 
blow, 


They, failing of ſpeed, humbly ftrike to their foe. 


Like ſons of Old England, once more we reſume 
The humbling their flags, to our high riding 
broom: 
Thy fleets, haughty Louis, have given us our cue, 
And pleas'd, thus we make the repriſals long due, 


Ss 0 N. 
THE MERRY SAILOR. 


OW pleaſant a failor's life paſſes, 
Who roams o'er the watery main; 

No treaſure he ever amaſſes, 

But chearfully ſpends all his gain: 
We're ſtrangers to party and faction, 

To honour and honeſty true, 
And would not commit a baſe action, 

For power and profit in view. 


Then why ſhould we quarrel for riches, 
Or any ſuch glittering toys ? 

A light heart and a thin pair of breeches, 
Goes through the world my brave boys. 


* 


The 


1 


The world is a beautiful garden. 
Enrich'd with the bleſſings of life; 
The toiler with plenty rewarding, 
But plenty too often breeds ſtrife: 
When terrible tempeſts aſſail us, 
And mountainous billows affright, 
No grandeur or wealth can avail us, 
But ſkilful indultry ſteers right. 


Then why, Oe. 


The courtier's more ſubjeQ to dangers, 
Who rules at the helm of the ſtate ; 
Than we, who to politics ſtrangers, 
Eſcape the ſnares laid for the great: 
The numerous bleſſings of nature, 
In various nations we try; 
No mortals on earth can be preater, 
Who merrily live till we die. 
| Then why, Oc. 


$.0 N 8. 


RUDDY AURORA. 


| Sung by Miſs Martyr. 
W HEN ruddy Aurora awakens the day, 


And de drops impearl the ſweet flowers ſo 
ay, | 
Sound, 122 my ſtout archers. ſound horns and 
away, 
Vith arrows ſharp pointed we go, 
With arrows ſharp pointed we go ; 
E4 | See 


— 
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See Sol now ariſes in ſplendor ſo bright, 
IO Pzan for Phœbus who leads to delight, 
AN glorions illumin'd now riſes to fight : 
Is he, boys, is god of the bow. 

"Tis he, boys, is god of the bow. 


Freſh roſes we'll offer to Venus's ſhrine, 


Libations we'll pour to great Bacchus divine, 


' While mirth, love and pleaſure in junction combine, 


For archors, true ſons of the ſame, 
For, &c. 

Bid ſorrow adieu, in ſoft n we'll ſing, 

Love, friendſhip, and beauty, ſhall make the air 

ring, 

Wiſhing health and ſucceſs to our country and king; 
Encreaſe to their honour and fame. 
Encreaſe, &c. 


$ O N 6G. 
CAROLINE OF COSFORT, 


3 As at the break of day, we ſpied 
The fignal to unmoor ; 
Which fleepleſs Caroline deſcry'd, 
(Sweet maid) from Goſport's ſhore : 
The freſh'ning gale at length aroſe, 
| Her heart began to ſwell; _ 
Nor could cold fear. the thought oppoſe, 


Of bidding me farewel. 
In 


. * 
In open boat, the maid of worth, 
Soon reach'd our veſſel's ſide ; 
Soon, too, ſhe found her William's birth, 
But *jought me, not to chide : 
Go, ſhe exciaim'd, for fame's a cauſe, 
A female ſhould approve ; 


For who that's true to honouur*s cauſe, 
Is ever falſe to love? 


Should conqueſt in fair form array'd, 
1hy loyal efforts crown; | 

In Goſport will be found a maid, 
That lives for thee alone: 


May girls with hearts ſo firm and true, 

10 love and glory's cauſe; 
Meet the rewald they have in view, 
The meed of fres applauſe. 


FP 
S O N S. 
O SAY BONNY LASS. 


Sung by Mrs. Martyr. 


HE. 


SAY bonny laſs, will you lie in a barrack, 
And marry a foldier and carry his wallet 


Oh ſay, would you leave beith your mither and 
daddy, 


And follow the camp with your ſoldier laddie. 
5 


( bz J 


SHE. 


O yes, bonny lad, I could lie in a barrack, 
And marry a ſoldier and carry his wallet ; 
I'{I neither aſk leave of my mither or daddy, 
But follow the camp with my ſoldier laddie. 


HE. 


if O ſay, bonny laſs, will you go a campaigning, 

| i Endure all the hardſhips of battle and famine? 

111i When wounded and bleeding then wouldſt thou 
(| draw near me, 


ol | 
0 And kindly — and quietly cheer me. 
„ 


8 HE. 


* 


O yes, I will go thro' theſe hardſhips you mention, 
And twenty times more if you have the invention; 
Neither danger, nor famine, nor battles alarm me, 
My ſoldier is near me and nothing can + harm me. 


— ——— «.. — — 


8. 


THE TRUMP OF FAME. 


8 


110 18 trump of fame your name has breath'd, 
1 Its praiſe is ſounded far and near; 

Stout little John with laurel wreath'd, 

Has reach'd each dame andſdamſel's ear: 


ut 
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But it is not you, bold Robin Hood, 


I come to ſeek with bende bow; 
Tis him l'd meet by holy rood, 
To conquer with my oh, ho, ho. 


Through froſt and ſnow, 
Though cold winds blow; 
J never fail, 
In rain or hail, 
Though thunders roll, 
From pole to pole; 
To conquer with my ho, ho, ho. 


With bended bow, 
The buck or doe; 
J never fail, 
Through rain or hail; 
Though thunders roll, 
From pole to pole; 
To conquer with my ho, ho, ho. 


. r. — A or nr 9 
8 O N. 6. 
THE SAILOR'S ALLEGORY. 


Fer a Water Party. 


T IFE's like a hip in conſtant motion, 
Sometimes high and ſometimes low; 
Where every one muſt brave the ocean, 


Whatſoever r 57 blow 
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If unaſſail'd by ſquall or ſhower, 
Wafted by the gentle gales; 

Let's not loſe the fav'ring hour, 
While ſucceſs attends our ſails. 


Or if the wayward winds ſhould bluſter, 
Let us not give way to fear; 
But let us all our patience muſter, 
And learn, from reaſon, how to ſteer: 
Let judgment keep you ever ſteady, 
?Tis a ballaſt never fails; 
Should danger riſe, be ever ready, 
To manage well the ſwelling ſails. 


Truſt not too much your own opinion, 1 
While your veſſel's under way; 7 
Let good example bear dominion, 
That's a compaſs will not ſtray : 5 
When thund'ring tempeſts make you ſhudder, 
Or Boreas on the ſurface rails; 
Let good diſcretion guide the rudder, 
And providence attend the ſails, 


Then, when you're ſafe from danger, riding, 

In ſome welcome Port or Bay ; 

Hope be the anchor you confide in, 

And care awhile enſlumber'd lay: ..' 
Or when each cann's with liquor flowing, 
And good fellowſhip prevails, | 
Let each heart with rapture g'owing, 

Drink {ucceſs unto our ſails. 
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TIME AND CARB, | 


Sung by Mr. Dighton. 


AY Bacchus one evening inviting his friends, 
To partake of a generous flaſk; 
To each ſocial being a meſſage he ſends, 4 
To meer at the head of his caſk: 
} The gueſts all appear'd at his place of addreſs, 
The witty, the grave and the bold; 
| Our circle ſurpaſs'd all that fancy can gueſs, 
| Of Arthur's round table of old, 


In the midſt of our merriment who do you think, 
Unfuſpected had ſeated him there, 

But one Care, in diſguiſe, who tipt us the wink, 
And warn'd us of Time to beware: 

Who in ſpite of his age, or the weight of his years, 
We ſhould find but a ſlippery blade; 

Is known by the lock on his forehead he Wears, 
And carries the ſign of his trade. 


— 
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We gratefully ply'd him with bottle and pot, 
Which filPd up his wrinkles apace 

The Cynic grew blithe and his precepts forgot, 
And toon fell aſleep in his place: 

Regardleſs of Time, then we threw off reſtraint, 
Nor fear'd we to wake the old ſpark ; 

Our ſongs were ſelect and our ſtories were quaint, 
And each was as gay as a lark, 


When 


(86.1 | 


When all on a ſudden fo awful and tall, | v 
One appear'd who ſpoil'd a good ſong; | O! 
Father Time moving round by the fide of the wall, A, 
Behind us fly ſtealing along : v. 


We roſe to his rev'rence and offer'd a chair, 
He ſaid for no man he would ſtay; 

Then Bacchus upſtarted and ſnatch'd at his hair, T 
And ſwore all the {core he ſhould pay. - 


Eut Time well aware of the god of the grape, 
Evaded his efforts and flew ; 
We ſeiz' d on his glaſs e'er he made his eſcape, 
And inſtantly broke it in two: 
Then we fill'd each with wine inſtead of the ſand, 
And drank double toaſts to the fair: 
Each member in turn with a glaſs in each hand, 
Then parted and went home with Care. 


S ON. 


ROGER AND MOLLY». 


OUNG Roger he went t'other day to the wake, | The 


For ſome hucelemebuff or a gingerbread cake; 


Ok ke was joyous and buxom and jolly, Sh 
When on the gay green he diſcover'd his Molly. And 

Ti 
Young Molly came tripping it over the green, J thou 
As fine as a horſe or a gingerbread queen: Or 
Young Roger ſtept to her and made a low bow, Sol p 
And he look'd if ſo be as he could not tell how. | Anc 


With 


With | 


L973 
With that they began without any pother, 
Of talking of this, and of that, and of t'other ; 
And tho? the would piſh, and would cry let me go, 
Yet he ind her likewiſe and he N her alio. 


To all the young youths of whatſoever pariſh, 
Who loves any thing that is fineiſh and rariſn; 


* 
| 
| 
| 


Be joyous, be jovial, be buxom and jolly, _ 
Sing Molly and Roger, and Roger and Molly. 


S- O0 N. 
THE DISCONSOLATE SAILOR, 


HEN my money was gone that I gain'd i in 
the wars, | 
And the world *gan to frown on my fate; 
What matter'd my zeal or my honored icars, 
When indifference ſtood at each gate. 


The face that would ſmile when my purſe was well : 
| lin'd, 
Shew'd a different aſpect to me; 
And when I could nought but ingratitude find, 
I hi'd once again to the ſea. 


I thought it unwiſe to repine at my lot, 
Or to bear with cold looks on the ſhore ; 
So I pack'd up the trifling remnants I'd got, 
And a trifle alas! was my ſtore. 
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A handkerchief held ali the treaſure J had, 
Wich over my ſhouider | threw ; 
Away then Itrudg'd with a heart rather ſad, 
To join with tome joily ſhip's crew. 


The ſea was leſs troubled by far than my mind, 
For when the wide main I ſurvey'd, 

T could not help thinking the world was unkind, 
And fortune a ſlippery jade. 


And I vow'd if once more I could take her in tow, 
I'd let the ungratefui ones fee ; 


That the turbulent winds and the billows cds ſhew, 


More kindneſs than they did to me. 
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SU . 
THE CHARIOT OF DAY. 
A HUNTING SONG. 


Sung by Mr. King. 


RIGHT Pha&bus has mounted the chariot of 


day, 
And the horns and the hounds call each ſportſman 
away, 
Thro' woods and thro? meadows with ſpeed how 
they bound, 


While health, roſy health, i is in exerciſe found: 


W, 


riot of 

rt{man 
d how 
d; 
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CHORUS. 


Hark away, hark away, hark away is the word to 
the ſound of the horn, 

And echo, blithe echo, and echo, blithe echo, makes 
jovial the morn. ; 


Each hill and each valley is, lovely to view, 
While puſs flies the covert and dogs quick purine 
Behold where ſhe flies o'er the wide ſpreading plain, 
While the loud opening pack purſue her amain. 
Hark away, Ce. 


Atlength puſs 1s caught and lies panting for breath, 


And the ſhout of the huntſman's the ſignal for death; 


No joys can delight like the ſports of the field, 
To hunting all pleaſure and paſtime muſt yield, 
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THE TARTAN PLAID DIE. 
Sung by Miſs Leary. 


B moonlight on the green, 
Where lads and laſſes ſtray; 
How ſweet the bloſſom'd bean, 
How ſweet the new made hay: 
But not to me io ſweet, 
The bloſſoems on the thorn ; 
As when my lad I meet, 


More freſh than May-day morn. 
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Give me the lad ſo blithe and gay, 
Give me the Tartan pladdie; 
For ſpite of all the wiſe can ſay, 
Pill wed my highland laddie: 
My bonny highland laddie, 
My bonny highland laddie; 
My bonny, bonny, bonny, bonny, 
Bonny highland laddie. 


His ſkin's as white as ſnow, 
His e'en are bonny blue; 
Like roſe buds ſweet his mow, 
When wet with morning dew: 
Young Will is rich and great, 
And fain wou'd call me his; 
But what is pride or ſtate, 
Without love's ſmiling bliſs. 
Give me the lad, &. 


When firſt he talk'd of love, 
He look'd fo blithe and gay; 
His flame I did approve, 
And could na ſay him nay : 
Then to the kirk I'll haſte, 
There prove my love and truth 
Reward a love ſo chaſte, 
And wed the conſtant Youth. 
Give me the lad, &. 


SONG 
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LAUGHING SONG» 
Sung by Miſs Poole. 


HE N Strephon appears how my heart pit- 
„ pat 
Shows the tender emotions with which it is ſeiz'd: 
To the ſhepherd's bewitching gay innocent chat, 
I could liſten for ever, oh dear I'm fo pleas'd, 


4 


| Tho' my grandmother frowns and proteſts ['m tos 
young, | 
With the leſſons of Cupid ſo ſoon to be teaz'd ; 
But ſo ſweet is the honey that falls from his tongue, 
That I laugh at my Grannum, oh dear I'm ſo 
pleas'd. 


14 U Shou'd he aſk me to wed, as he hinted to day, [0 
. When my hand he ſo ſoft and fo tenderly ſqueez'd; 
He's ſo pretty a ſwain that I can't ſay him nay, | 

I'm reſolv'd to be married, oh dear I'm ſo pleas'd. 


| | 


S O N G. 


; 
1 
NEGLECTED SOLDIER, ö | 


T Sing the Britiſh ſoldier's praiſe, 

lad, 8 A theme renown'd in ſtory, 
It well deſerves more poliſh'd lays, | | 
SONG. Oh *tzs your boaſt and giory ; bl 
St When | | 
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When thund'ring Mars A war around, 

By them you are protected : | 
But when in peace the nation's found. 

Poor ſouls they are neglected! F 
But oh, ſtretch forth your aiding hand, 
n token of their merit; | ;- 1 50 
Then boldly they'll march o'er the land, 

And ſhew a grateful W 13 


' 1 


F 
n | c 
For you, the muſket firſt he takes, 
That you may reſt in quiet 1 T 
His wife and children he torſakes, . 
To ſhift for cloaths and diet: | 6 V 
He's ſudden call'd, he knows not where, 
Nor knows he ſhall return 
To thoſe he left in deep deſpair, 


Whole hearts for him yet burn: | W 
But oh, ſtretch forth your bounteous hand, 

| In juſtice to their merit ; B. 

| Then cheerful they'll march through the land, | 
- And ſhew a grateful ſpirit, Li 
i W 

Por you, through many a tedious road, 

, +» He goes without complaining ; TI 
be From ſcorching heat he tees abode, 1 
Sometimes, without obtaining So 


. By thirſt and hunger oft” he's preſt, 
Vet ſcorns to droop his head; 
Ambition firm within his breaſt, 

He ſubſtitutes as bread: 


Then 


land, 


Then 
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Then oh, ſtretch forth your gen'rous hand, 
In juſtice to his merit; 

How cheerful he'll march through the land, 
And bleſs your gen'rous ſpirit. 


For you through fields of blood they'll ſeek 
Your foes, ot every nation; 

Tis there bold actions loudly ſpeak, ? 
Their worth in every ſtation : | 

Firm as a flinty wall they'll fland, 
Obſerving ſtrict decorum, 

Until their leader gives command, 
To beat down ali before 'em: 

Then oh, ſtretch forth the aſſiſting hand, 
In juſtice to their merit; 

When they return into their land, 
They'll bleſs your noble ſpirit, 


1 


Well, now they ve thraſh'd the foe, we'll fa | 
Did all within their power; 
But little more than blows have they, 
And one farthing an hour : 
Little within the Frenchman's fobb, 
To recompenſe their labours; 
Why then it proves a ſorry jobb, 
Little better than their neighbours ! 


Then oh, ſtretch forth the lib'ral hand, 


In juſtice to their merit : 
So ſhall they bleſs their happy land, e 
The land of god- like ſpirit, 1 8 


EN 
S ON G. 


THE JOVIAL TOPER, 


OME, cheer up your hearts, and call for your 
quarts, | 
And let their no liquor be lacking ; 
We have money 1n ſtore, and intend for te roar, 
Until we have ſent it all packing: 
Then drawer, make haſte, and let no time waſte, 
But give ev'ry man his due; 
T-avoid all trouble, go fill the pot double, 
Since he that made one made two. 


Come drink, my hearts, drink, and call for your 
Wine, x 
"Tis that makes a man to ſpeak truly; 
What ſot can refrain, or daily complain, 
That he in his drink is unruly ? 
Then drink and be civil, intending no evil, 
If that you'll be ruled by me; 
For claret and ſack we never will lack, 
Since he that made two made three. 


The old curmudgeon fits all the day drudging 
At home with brown bread and ſmall beer ; 

With ſcraping damn'd pelf, he ſtarveth himſelf, 
Scarce eats a good meal in a year : 

But we'll not do fo, howe'er the world go, 
Since that we have money in ſore z 

For claret and ſack we never will lack, 
Since he that made three made four. 

255 Come 
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Come drink, my hearts, drink, and cal for your 
wine, 
Do you chink that PI leave you !'the lurch: 
My reckoning I'll pay e're I go away, 
Or hang me as high as Paul's Church: 
Tho” ſome men will ſay, this is not the way 
For us, in this world, to thrive; 
"Tis no matter for that, let's have t'other quart, 
Since he that made four made five, 


A pox of old Charon, his brains are all barren, 
His liquor (like coffee) i is dry; 

But we are for wine, *tis drink more divine, 
Without 1t we periſh and die : 

Then troll it about, until *tis all out, 
We'll affront him in ſpite of his Styx; 


If he grudges his lerry, we'll drink and be merry 


Since he that made five made ſix. 


But now the time's come that we all muſt go home, 
Our liquor's all gone that's for certain; 

Which makes us repine, that a god ſo divine, 
Won't give us one cup at our parting: 

But ſince tis all paid, let's not be diſmay'd, 
But fly to great Bacchus in heaven; 

And chide him becauſe he made no better laws, 
Since he that made ſix made ſeven. 


SONG, 
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JACK RATLIx. 
Sung by Mr. Banniſter. 


ACK Ratlin was the ableſt ſeaman, 
None like him could hand, reef and ſteer; 
No dang?rous toil but he'd encounter, 
With ſkill and in contempt of fear: 
In fight, a lion—the battle ended 
Meek as the bleating lamb he'd prove; 


Thus Jack had manners, courage, merit, 


Yet did he fight and all for love. 


a 


The ſong, the jeſt, the flowing liquor, 


For none of theſe had Jack's regard; 
He while his meffmates were carouſing, 
High fitting on the pending yard, 
Would think upon his fair one's beauties, 
Swear never from ſuch charms to rove ; 
'That truly he'd adore them living, 
And dying ſigh to end his love. 


The ſame expreſs the crew commanded, 
Once more to view their native land ; 
Among the reſt brought Jack ſome tidings, 

Wou'd it had been his love's fair hand- 


Gh fate:—her death defac'd the letter, 


Inſtant his pulſe forgot to move, 


With quivering lips and eyes uplifted, 


He heav'd a figh and dy'd for love. 
| 4 
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MY LADY'S KETTLE» 


A Jolly tinker through the ſtreet 


Went warb'ling on in voice moſt ſweet, 
D'ye want a man of mettle ? | 
With that my lady's maid ſtept out, 
Hip, friend, quoth ſhe, I make no doubt 
You'll ſtop my lady's kettle. 


He firſt examin'd well the flaws, 

Then out his implements he draws, 
With ſtore of laſting mettle : 

Tho? tight he work'd, ſpite of his foul, 

There ſtill remain'd a ſwinging hole, 
A bole in my lady's kettle. 


. 
ANACREONTIC SONG. 


Miritlen by Ralph Tunlinſon, E/q 


glee, | 
A few ſons of harmony ſent a petition, 
That he their inſpirer and patron would be, 


When this anſwer arriv'd from the jolly old 


Grectan— 
Voice, fiddle and flute, 
No longer be mute, 
I'll lend ye my name and inſpire ye to boot; 
And beſides, I'll inftru& ye, like me, to entwine 
The myrtle of Venus with Bacchus's vine, 


F The 


O Anacreon, in Heav'n, where he ſat in full 
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The news through Olympus immediate, ... 

When old Thunder pretended to give himſeir airs, 
If theſe mortals are ſuffer'd their ſchemes to purſue, 

The devil a goddeſs will ſtay above ſtairs, 

Hark! already they cry, 

In tranſports of joy, 

A fig for Parnaſſus! to Rowley's we'll fly: 
And there, my good fellows, we'll learn to entwine 
'The myrtle of Venus with Bacchus's vine. 


The yellow-hair'd god, and his nine fuſty maids, 
To the hill of old Lud will incontinent flee; 
Idalia will boaſt but of tenantleſs ſhades, 
And the biforked hill a mere dcſart will be: 
My thunder, no fear on't, 
Will ſoon do its errand, 7 
And, dam'me! I'll ſwinge the ringlcaders, 
Varrants 
I'll trim the young dogs for thus daring to 'twine 
The Myrile of Venus with Bacchus's vine. 


Apollo roſe up, and ſaid, prithee ne'er quarrel, 
Good king of the gods, with my vot'ries below; 
Your thunder 15 uſeleis, then ſhewing his laurel, 
Cry'd Sic evitabiie fulmen, you know | 
Then over each head 
My laurels I'll ſpread, 
So my ſons from your crackers no miſchief ſhal 
dread, | | 
Waile ſnug in their club-room, they jovially 'twine 
"ne myrtle of Venus with Bacchus's vine. 
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Next Momus got up, with his riſible phiz; 
And ſwore with Apollo he'd cheerfully join: 
The full tide of harmony ſtill ſhall be his, 
But the ſong, and the catch, and the laugh ſhall 
be mine: 
Then, Jove, be not jealous, 
Of theſe honeſt fellows ; 
Cry'd Jove, we relent, ſince the truth you now 
tell us, | | 


And fivear: by old Styx, that they long ſhall intwine 


The myrtle of Venus with Bacchus's vine. 


Ye ſons of Anacreon, then, join hand in hand, 
Preſerve unanimity, friendſhip, and love; 
Tis your's to ſupport what's ſo happily plann'd, 
You've the ſanction of gods and the fiat of Jove: 
While thus we agree, 
Our toaſt may it be, 
May our club flouriik happy, united and free ! 
And long may the ſons of Anacreon intwine, 
The myrtle of Venus with Bacchus's vine. 
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ADVANTAGE OF TRUTH. 


Sung by Mr. Parſons, in Inkle and Yarice, 


O GIVE me your plain dealing fellows, 


WhO never from honeſty ſhrink ; 
Not thinking on all they ſhould tell us, 
But telling us al! tagt they think. 
L' 2 | 


Trutt 
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Truth from man flows like wine from a bottle, 
His free ſpoken heart's a ful; cup.; 

But when truth ſticks half way in the throttle, 
Man's worſe than a bottle cork'd up. 


Camplaiſance is a gingerbread creature, 
Us'd for ſhew like a watch by each ſpark ; 
But truth 1s a golden repeater, 
That ſets a man right in the dark, 
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CONQUEST OF MARS. 
Sung by Mrs, Banniſter, in Inkle and Tarico. 


ARS would oſt his conqueſts over 
To the Cyprian goddeſs yield : 
Venus gloried in a lover, | 
Who like him could brave the field. 
Mars would oft”, Cc. 


In the caule of battles hearty, 
Still the god would ftrut to prove, 

He who fac'd an adverſe party, 
Fiteſt was to face his love. 
5 Mars would oft”, Cc. 


Hear then, captains, ye who bluſter, 
Hear the god of war declare ; 
Cowards never-can paſs muſter, 
Courage only wins the fair. 
| Mars wouli of”, &c, 


„ 


„c. 


„c. 
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6 GODDESS OF THE CHACE. 


* 


Sung by Mr. Doyle. 


IVE round the word diſmoun*, diſmount, 
Wriie echoed by the ſpriahily horn; 
The toils and pleaſures we recount, 
Oi this ſweet health-inſpiring morn. 


CHORUS, 


"Twas glorious ſport 3 none eber did lag, 
Nor drew amiſs, nor made a ſtand; 
But all as firmly kept their pace, 
As had Actæon been the ſtag, 
And we had hunted by command 
Of the goddeſs of the chace, 
And we had hunted by command 
Of the goddeſs of the chace. 


The hounds were out and ſnuff'd the air, 
And ſcarce had reach'd the appointed ſpot 


But pleaſed they heard a layer, a layer, 


And preſently drew on the {lot. 
*T avas glorious Jport, < He. 


And now o'er yonder plains he neets, 
The deep mouth hounds begin to bawl, 
And echo ndte for note repeats, 
While ſprightly horns reſound a call, 


Tua glorious Jport, Oc. 
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For now the ſtag has loſt his pace, 
And while war-haunch the huntſman cries 3 
His boſom ſwells, tears wet his face, 
He pants, he ſtruggles and he dies, 
aba glorious ſpurt. — 6. 
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[i THE HAPPY FELLOW, 
it | 


ITH my jug in one hand, and my pipe in 
the orher, 
I'll drink to my neiahbour and friend; 
My cares in a whiff of tobacco I'll ſmother, 
Since life I know ſhortly muſt end: 
While Ceres moſt kindly renls my brown jug, 
With good ale I will make myielf mellow; 
In my old wicker chair 1 will ſcar myſelf inug, 
Like a jolly and true happy tellow. 
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I' ne'er trouble my head with the cares of the 
nation, 
I've enough of my own for to mind; 
For the cares of this life are but grief and vexation, 
To death we muſt all be confign'd : 
'Fhen I iangh, drink and imoke, and leave nothing to 
Day, 
But drop like a pear that is mellow ; 


And when cold in my coffin Þ'il jeave them to ſay, 


He's gone, what @ hearty good fellow! 
SONG. 
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THE CRY OF THE HOUNDS, 


Sung by Mr. Wilſon, 


ARK away, my brave boys, to the cry of the 
hounds, 
How blithſome o'er hill and thro? dale, 
Sweet echo delighted, the muſic rejvounds, 
And waits it o'er mountain and dae: 
Mellow founds the blithe horn in tue morning ſo gay, 
And echo delighted, cries, hark, hark away. 


Then haſte away, *tis the enliv*ning view, hollow, 
Sly Keynard breaks cover and flies ; ; 
The hounds, t true to ſcent, his track quickly follow, 
And loud taily-ho's read the tkies. 
Mellow ſoun#'s ihe blithe horn, Ce. 


Then leave to dull care all the ſons of the * 
Let them labour and toil while we follow 
The ſweet ſwelling cry of the muſical hound, 
Aud the voice of the huntiman's ſweet hollow. 
| Melicw Jean's (be blithe horn +I 
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THE MILLER OF OXFORDSHIRE, 


Sung by Mr. Dighton, at Sadler's-Wells, 


MILLER I am, cver heart-whole and free, 


ſhould be; | 
For while I dip my diſh into cach ncighbour's ſack, 
Like thoſe better bred, I but live by my clack. 


Lawyers, Doctors and Parſons, all follow my plan, 
When their clack ſets a going they grind all they 
can; LAS 
Bat my works the cleaneſt, for they grind in black, 
While I griad in white, by the dint of my clack, 


When 'ſquire in the Parliament-houſe takes a poſt, 
Ding dong goes lis clapper at ſomebody's colt; 


| t ne gets into office, the cole he will lack, 
i: Juſt as Ido my meal, by the help of my clack. 


Te gay folks of London may ſneer if they will, 
And iet their fine wits at the thief in the mill; 
But l' do as 1 ought, if they'll ſhew me the knack, 
And let them, if they can, keep as honeſt a clack. 


And as juſt, thank my ſtars, as a Miller 


SONG: 


1 103 ] 
$0 N 6. 


THE GIFT OF THE GODS, 


HEN freedom was baniſh'd from Greece 
and trom Rome, 
And wander'd neglected in ſearch of a home, 
Jove, 1 to fix her where long ſhe might ſtand, 
Turn'd the globe round about to examine each land: 
With nice circumſpection he view'd the whole ball, 
And weigh'd in his balance the merit of all; 


Then quickly determin'd, that England alone, 


Was the ſpot well adapted for Liberty's throne. 


Gay Momus inſiſted, no place was more fit 

Than the iſland of Freedom for true attic wit; 

And Venus confeſs'd, 1t *twere pleaſing to Jove, 

She would wiſh to make England the empire of 
Love: 

Then Mars nobly ſtept from his miſtreſs's ſide, 

And ſwore that the Britons in arms ſhould preſide 

While Bacchus declar'd, that each heart cheering 
juice 


For the uſe of brave Engliſhmen he would produce. 


To render complete all the bleſſings now paſt, 

And provide that they might to eternity laſt, 

Twas relolv d that a toaſt ſhould that inſtant be 
iv'n, 

And drank in full bumpers of nectar thro' heav'n: 

The toaſt of the gods was, and mark it, ye free, 

« May Britons with Britons for ever agree!” 

By their enemies then they {hall always be fear'd, 


And with wit, wine and women inceſſantly cheer'd, 
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THE MERCHANTMAN. 
Sung by Mr. Meadows, in Inkle and Tarico. 
HE Achilles, tho' chriſten'd good ſhip, *t 


ſurmis'd, 
From that old man of war, great Achilles, ſo priz'd, 
Was! he like our veſſel, pray, fairly baptiz'd. 


Ti 401 lol, Tc. 


Poets ſung that Achilles—if now they've an itch, 


To fing 18, future ages may know which is which, 
And that one rode in greece and the other in pitch. 


Ti lol lol, Oe. 


What, tho' but a merchant ſhip, ſure our ſupplies, 

Now your men of wars gain in a lottery lies, 

And how blank they all look when they can't yet a 
prize. 


Ti lol lol, c. 


What are all their fine names, when no rhino's be- 
hind? 
The intrepid, ard lion, look ſheepiſh you'll find, 
Wilſt alas! the poor Æolus can't raiſe the wind. 
Ti lol 401, Se . 


Then the thunderer's dumb, outoftime the Orpheus, 
The Ceres has nothing at all to produce, 


And the eagle, I Warrant you looks like a gooſe. 


Ti lol lol, Se. 


Bat we merchant lads, tho' the foe we can't maul, 
Nor are paid like fine King's ſhips to fight at a call, 
Why we pay ourſelves well without fighting at all. 

T7 lol lol, Oc. 


1 
L 


1 
83 N. 


TIPPLE AND SMOKE. 


And good liquor to moiſten my clay ſtand- 
ing by, 
I puff up the ſmoke and it curis round the room, 
Like a Phoenix | ſeem in a neſt of perfume . 
Deiighting, 
Invitiag, 
Is a pipe, and a friend who 1s fond of a joke, 


MW a pipe of Virginia how happy am I, 


Then happy together we tipple and imore, 


How pleaſant it is thus to puff time away, 


And between ev'ry wh.f cnat the news of the day: 


Tobacco, great Raleigh, we owe to thy name, 
And ev'ry true ſmoaker will puff up thy fame! 
Delighting, 
Inviting, 
Is a pipe, and a friend that is fond of a joke, 
Then happy together we tippic and imoke. 


When buſs'neſs is over, we puff away care, 
Let ev'ry man elſe tay the lame if he dare 
This plant, fo delightfui's a foe to the {plecn, 
As it glows in the pipe it enlivens the ſcene: 
Delighting, 
Inviting, 
Ts a pipe, and a friend that is fond of a joke, 
Then happy together we tipple and ſmokę. 


F 6 
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SE 
While thus in the fumes we're envelop'd around, 
Our heads are like hills which with clouds ſtill are 
crown'd; 
Yet ſoon we emerge, and go cheerful away, 


For a pipe of the beſt makes us bright as the day: 


Delighting, 

Inviting, | 
Ts a pipe, and a friend whò is fond of a joke, 
Then happy together we tipple and ſmoke. 


———— A_POST aa among — 
ON G. 
FATHER CARE. 


As Wit, Joke, aud Humour, together were ſat, 
With liquor a plentiful ſtock ; 


Still varying the ſcene, with ſong and with chat, 


The Watchman bawl'd, <* Paſt twelve o'clock,” 


At that hour, I've read, oft' ſpirits do come, 
And poor timid mortals affright ; 


Juſt then, in that inſtant, one enter'd the room, 


An ancient, pale fac'd, meagre ſprite. 


* 


The phantom appear'd, and the candles burnt blue, 


Wit and Humour began then to ſtare; 


Eries out Joke, —Look' e, friends, this is nothing 


new, 
Behold dee tis only old Care. A 


— 
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J knew he would tell us, twas Time ſent him here, 


And tell us 'twas time to be gone: 


But we'll tell him this, let him think what he dare, 


We'll finiſh him e're 1t be one. 


They quickly agree, and about it they went, 


Reſolving of Care to get free; 


Wit mov'd it and ftrait they all join'd in conſent, 


To lay the ghoſt in the red ſea, 


Whole bumpers of Claret they quickly drank off, 


And favorite toaſts they went round ; 


When Humour, well pleas'd, thus fer up a laugh, 
Quoth he, how Care looks now he's drown'd. 


When loud ſhouting began, huzza ! they all cry'd, 


We're rid of this troubleſome gueſt ; 


Fill your bumper around, let this be your pride, 


To ſing, laugh, and drink to the beſt. 


Now their blood running high at a conqueſt ſo great, 


To ſinging and drinking they fix; 
With the ſun they aroſe, withſpirits elate, 
And decently parted at fix. 
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. 
OLD ENGLAND'S Mx TOAST. 


Sung by Mr. Vernon. 


H O chirſts for more knowledge is welcome 
to roam, 
He may ſeek a new climate that is wretched at 
home; | 
Who of pleaſure or folly has not had his fill, 
May quit poor Old England whenever he will: 
But nothing ſhall tempt me to croſs the ſalt main, 
For change I'm too ſteady, and rambling is pain. 


Old England, brave boys, good enough is for me, 

Where my thoughts | can ſpeak, where by birth» 
right I'm free; 

Whatever I with for now comes at my call, 

I can {port in the fields, or can roar in my hall; 

My time is my own, I can do as J will, 

I nave children that prattle, a wife chat is one 


I feel that I'm happy, tho taxes run hi Zh, 

I want no exotics, ſo eaſy am], 

I'm alive to my friends, aud at peace with the dead, 
With party and ſtate | ne'er trouble my head; 
Contention I hate and a bumper love moſt, 


- You'll pledge me I'm ſure, far Old England's my 


toaſt. | 
SONG, 


&.* 


þ 
ch- 


Ei 
S8 O N 8. 
MOLL THOMPSON'S MARK. 


1 is a cant ſaying has long been in uſe, 

Applied to the fooliſh, the vain and profuſe: | 

MT ſounds empty, wrote a witty young ſpark, 

Comes another and conſtrues it Moll Thompſon's 
mark, 


Derry down, Tc, 


As the mark of Moll Thompſon, ſome meaning doth 


bear, 


Which gents, in appearance, too often do wear; 
Let's tois it about, for no harm do I {ee, 


Can 1 from the freedom of uſing MT. 
Derry down, &c, 


The pris, in the city, with air debonair, | 
Apes his lordſhip in dreſs, and bawls out—a chair; | 
With object inferjor he ſcorns to be free, | 
And his head, void of thought, bears the mark of MT 

Derry down, Fc. | 


The Al erman plac'd in his great chair of ſtate, | 
'To prove his ſound wiſdom old laws will relate 
No man, o'er a haunch, acts ſo greatly as he, 


But his belly excluded, the reſt is MT. 
Derry aown, Se. 


( 112 ] 

AA caſk that is empty affords the moſt ſound, 

. S8o Blades fond of ſpouting in noiſe do abound; 
heir anſwers muſt comic or tragical be, 


They throw aſide nature to wear mark of MT, 
Derry down, c. 


1 
| 
| The Player affected, io vain his deſire, 
Por gold uſes tinſel to grace his attire; | 
| Tho? deck'd in appearance, aye gay as can be, 
| His pocket (fad fortune) wears mark of MT. 
| Derry aown, Sc. 


Demurely the Maiden to Whitfield repairs, 
With half crowns in plenty o pay for his prayers; 
The Doctor delighted the ipecie to ſee, 


Her pocket ſoon drains to the mark oi MT, 
| JI | Derry down, &c, 
11 


Since Moll Thompſon's mark for diſcredit doth paſs, 
Come join in my toaſt and each man drink his glaſs; 
May our heads and our pockets for ever be free, 


From ſcandalous term of the mark of MT. 
Derry dcaun, Tc. 


— — ORNATE —— —— na” 


THE BRUSH-MAK ER. 


i# 1 AM a young bruſh- maker launch'd into life, 
And want to poſſeſs a choice thing call'd a wife; 
Vet my efforts the women regard not a ruſh, 
When I aſk them the queſtion, they all bid me 


bruſh. 
Derry do aun, Se. 


JC» 
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1 A. morn, noon, and night 1 the bruſh is worn out. 


Wt 
I courted Clarinda, whoſe father makes candles, 
Commending her hand while long fixes ſhe handles 
Some freedoms I took, which provoking a bluſh, 
She alarm'd the old man, and he forc'd me to brufe. 
| Derry down, Je. 


On Precilla the fair, I next made the attack, 
When boaſting of noſe, and the ſtrength of my backy 
With hopes of ſucceſs I began to be fluſh, 
But ſhe at that criſis refus'd me a bruſb. 
Derry down, Ge, 


In this ſad dilemma, what courſe could I ſteer, 

The ſex are fo cruel, ſo coy, ſo ſevere ; 

I apply'd to young Kitty, who bade me be buſh, 

And ſaid, to oblige me, ſhe'd grant me a brufſb, 
Derry 89125 Se. 


I often repeat theſe ſweet viſits to Kate, 
Who rejoices to ſee me both early and late; | 
The prieſt ſhall ſay grace, and we'll Bruſb it abouty 


Derry drwn. Oc. | | 
ON 6. 
PLATO'S ADVICE. 


AYS Plato, why ſhould man be vain, 
Tho' bounteous heav'n has made him great? 
Why look with inſolent diſdain, 
Qa thoſe undeck'd with wealth or ſtate ? - 
| all 
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Dan coſtly robes, or beds of down, 
Or all the gems that deck the fair; 
van all the glori!s of a crown 

Give health, or eaſe the brow of care, 


The ſcepter'd king, the burthen'd ſlave, 
The humble, and the haughty die; 

The rich, the poor, the baſe the brave, 
In duſt, without diſtinction lie: 

Go, ſearch the tombs where Monarch's reft, 
Who once the greateſt titles wore, 

Of wealth and glory they're bereft, 
And all their honours are no more! 


So flies the meteor through the ſkies 
And ſpreads along a gilded train; 
When ſhot—'tis gone—its beauty dies 
Diſſolves to common air again: 
So tis with us my jovial ſouls, 
Let jriendſhip reign while here we flay ; 
Let's crown our joys with flowing bowls, 
When Jove commands we mult obey. 


ö 
8 ON . 
THE DUMB WIFE CURED, 


HERE was a bonny blade, had marry'd a 
country maid, _ ES 
And ſafely conducted her home, home, home; 
She was neat in ev'ry part, ſhe pleas d him to the 
heart, | 
But, ah! alas! ſhe was dumb, dumb, dumb. Fa 
E 


ii 


She was bright as the day and briſk as the May, 
And was found and as plumb as a plumb, plumb, 
plumb ; 
But full the filly ſwain, could do nothing but com- 
plain, 
Becauſe that his wife ſhe was dumb, dumb, dumb. 


She could brew and ſhe could bake, ſhe could ſew 
and ſhe could make, 
She could ſweep clean the houſe with a broom, 
broom, broom ; 
She conld waih and ſhe could wring, or do any kind 
of thing, 
But ah! alas! ſhe was dumb, dumb, dumb, 


To the Doctor then he went, for to give himſelf 
content, 
And to care his wife of the mum mum, mum ; 
Oh! *tis the eaſieſt part that belongs unto my art, 
To make a woman ſpeak that 1s dumb, dumb, 
dumb. 


Then the doctor he did bring, and he cut the chat- 
tering ſtring, 
And at liberty ſet her tongue, tongue, tongue; ; 
Oh! her tongue began to walk, wich made her 
loud to talk, 
As tho' ſhe had never been 5 dumb, dumb. 


Her 
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Her faculty ſhe tries, and ſhe fill'd the houſe with 


noile, 


And ſhe rattled in his ears like a drum, drum, 
drum ; 
She bred a deal of ſtrife, made him weary of his life, 


He'd give any kindot thing the was dumb, dumb, 
dumb. 


To the doctor then he goes, and thus he vents lis 


WOES, 


Oh doctor *t:s all a hum, hum, hum; 


For my wite is turn'd a ſcold, and her tongue ſhe 


will not hold, 


I'd give any kind of tang ſhe was dumb, dumb, 
dumb. 


When I did ondertales to make thy wiſe to ſpeak, 


It was a thing that was eaſily done, done, done : 
But *tis paſt the art of man, let him do whate'er he 
can, 


To makea folding wite hold her tongue, tongue, 
tongue . 


— IU RTADIGI apa 
8 O N G. 
THE JOLLY TOPER, 
A Bacchunalian,- 
M a hearty good fellow, a ruby nos'd fot, 
Who never yet thought of treaſon or plot; 


A bottle that's mellow 1s the chief of my cares, 


And I guzzle each night *till I'm carried up ſtairs. 
On 


(189 J 


On the tombs of the braye ones, the wealthy and 
wile, | 

We are only informed that «Under he lies; 

Tis a hint that I like not, a trumpery tale, 

$0 I now drown the thoughts on't in flaggons of ale. 


They may name me fot, blockhead, or e'en what 
they will, 
But if wealth, nor if riches, nor wiidom, nor ſkill, 
Can their owners preſerve from a church- yard, or 
| prieſt. 
Why, I'II live as I like it, for methods a jeſt. 


On the leſſons of nature it is that I think, 

For the taughi me to love and ſhe taught me to 
drink ; 

To my pleaſures full power ſhe taught me to give, 

And PI ſtick to her maxims as long as I hve. 


I've money good ſtore ont, and ſpend it I muſt, 
Be roaring and merry, but honeſt and juſt; 

'Tha.. cold in my coffin, my landlord may ſay, 
He's gone and he's welcome, there's nothing to pay. 


V 


JOLLY BACCHANaLIANs 


| E AR Tom this brown jug that now foams 
with mild ale, 

(In which 1 will drink to ſweet Nan of the vale) 

Was once Toby Philpot, a thirſty old foul, 135 

As e' re drank a bottle or ſathom'd a bowl; 

In boozing about 'twas his praiſe to excel, 


And among jolly topers he bore off the bell. 
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It chanc'd, as in dog- days, he ſat at his eaſe, 

In his flow'r-woven arbour as gay as you pleaſe; 
With a friend and a pipe, puffing ſorrow away, 
And with honeft old ſtingo was ſoak ing his clay; 
His breath doors of liſe on a ſudden were ſhut, 
And he died, full as big as a Dorcheſter butt. 


His body, when long in the ground 1t had lain, 
And time into clay had diſſolv'd it again; 

A potter found out, in a covert ſo ſnug, 

And with part of fat Toby he form'd this brown Jug: 
Now ſacred to friendſhip, to mirth, and mild ale, 
So here's to my lovely ſweet Nan of the vale. 
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; 
NOTHING AT ALL. 


Seng Ly Mrs. IWrighten, in tbe Strangers at Home. 


OUNG Rover, the ploughman, who wanted 
a \mate, | 

Went along with his daddy a courting to Kate; 
With nolegay ſo large, in his holiday cloaths, 
(His hands in his pockets) away Roger goes ! 
Now he was as baſhful as baſhful could be, 
And Kitty, poor girl, was as baſhful as he; 
So he bow'd, and he ſtar'd, and he let his hat fall, 
Then he grinn'd, ſcratch'd his bend, and ſaid no- 
ming at all. 
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If aukward the ſwain, no leſs aukward the maid; 
She ſimper'd and bluſh'd, with her apron ſtring 
play'd; 
Till the old folks impatient to have the thing 
done, 
Agreed that young Roger and ſhe ſhould be one: 
In ſilence the young ones both nodded aſſent, 
Their hands being join'd, to be married they went; 
Where they anſwer'd the Parſon with voices ſo 
{mall, | 


You'd have ſworn that they both had ſaid nothing 


at all. 


But mark what a change in the courſe of a week, 
Kate quite left of bluſhing—Hodge boldly could 
| ſpeak ; | 
Cou'd joke with his deary, laugh loud at the jeſt, 
She could coax too and fondle as well as the beſt ; 
And aſham'd of paſt folly they've often declar'd, 
To encourage young folks who at courtſhip are 
car 
If at firſt to your aid ſome aſſurance you'll call, 
When oncc you are us'd to't *tis nothing at all, 


ed 
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MIRTH AND FROLIC, 
Sung by Mr. King, in the Strangers at Home, 


HE ills of life in vain aſſail, 


I never yet would yield me; 
Nor ſhall their malice e'er prevail, 


Whilit frolic mirth can ſhield me: : 
Liks 


E320 1 


Like Curs they ſnarl but dare not bite, 
J heed them not at all, fir; 

But laugh at all their harmleſs ſpite, 
And till ſing tol de rol lol, fir. 


- 


J ever ſcorn'd, with face of woe, 

Proud Dames to dangle after ; 

With ſmiles I bent young Cupid's bow, 
And tipt his ſhafts with laughter: 
Succeſs ſtill mark'd each merry dart, 
Black, fair, brown, ſhort, or tall, fir ; 
I conquer'd every female heart 

With tol de rol lol, de rol lol, fir. 


Let firſt rate ſingers fretch their throats, 


In fine falſetto ſqueaking, 

With new and ftrange unnatural notes, 
Applauſe from fathion ſeeking : 

The blockhead Connoiſeurs among 
E'en let them trill and fquall, fir 
Give me, my boys! a jolly ſong, 

That ends with tol de rol lol, fir. 


In ſpite of Dons, ſo grave and wiſe, 
Till o'er old Styx 1 ferry, 

I always ſhall moſt highly prize 

What ever's blithe and merry: 

May love and laughter ever be 
Attendant on my call, ſir; 

Here's what I've always lov'd, d'ye fee, 
A glaſs to tol de rol lol, fir. 


SONG: 


ONG: 


e 
. 
A HUNTING SON G. 
Sung at Vauxhall. 
RECITATIVYE. 


ARK, the horn calls away, 
Come the grave, come the gay ; 
Wake to muſic that wakens the ſkies, 
Quit the bondage of ſloth and ariſe. 


A I Reo 


From the eaſt breaks the morn, 
See, the ſun-beams adorn 


The wild heath and the mountains fo high. 


The wild heath, Sc. 


Shrilly opes the ſtaunch hound, 
The ſteeds neigh to the ſound, 
And the floods and the valleys reply. _ 
| And the floods, Oc. 


Our fore-fathers ſo good, 
Prov'd their greatneſs of blood, 
By encount'ring the hart and the boar, 
By encount ring, Sc. 


'  Ruddy kealth bloom'd the face, 


Age and youth urg'd the chace, 
Aud taught woodlands and foreſts to roar, 
; | And taug hi . 
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That anon ſhall enliven the whole. 


E 
Hence of noble deſcent, 
Hills and wilds we frequent, 


Where the boſom of nature's reveal'd. 
4 Where the boſom, &c. 


Tho! in life's buſy day, 
Man of man makes a prey, | 
Still let ours be the prey of the field. 
| | Still let ours, Cc. 


/ 


With the chace in full fight, 
Gods, how great the delight! 


How our mortal ſenſations refine. 


How our mortal, &c 
Where is care? where is fear? 
Like the winds in the rear, 
And the man's loſt in ſomething divine ! 
And the man's, It. 


Now to horſe, my brave boys, 
Lo! each pants for the joys 


That anon, Ce. 


Then at eve we'll diſmount, 
Toils and pleaſures recount, 
And renew the chace over the bowl. 
| Aud retiew, &. 


Ic 5 
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60 N G. 
THE KENNEL RAK ER, OR C RUBBER. 


H O' I ſweep to and fo, old iron to find, 
Braſs pins, ruſty nails, they are all to my 
mind; 
Vet 1 wear a ſound heart true to great George our 
king, 
And tho' ragged and poor, with clear conſcienceæ 
can ſing: 


Tho I ſeucep to and fr o, yet d hade you lo know, 
There are ſaureper in high-life as well as in low. 


The ftateſman he ſweeps in his coffers the blunt, 


That ſhould pay the poor ſoldiers that honour ds 
hunt; 


The action, tho' dirty, he cares not a ſtraw, 


So he gets but the 9 the rabble may jaw. 


Tho I feveep, Cc. 


I'm told that the parſon, for I never go 
To hear a man preach, what he'll never ſtick to; 
Tis all for the ſweepings he tips you the cant, 


You might pray by yourſelves elle, depend S1rsz 


. 
on Tho' I faveep, Cc. 


3 A 
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One ſweeps you from this life you cannot tell where, 
And what place you go to the Doctor don't care, 
So he brings in his bill, your long purſes to broach, 
Ihen he laughs in his fleeve as he rides in his coach. 


Th 1 ſweep, c. 


Your counſel may plead, but pray what is it for, 

His eye's on your fob while he chatters the law; 
Tongue -padding he rakes you and ſweeps you quite 

| clear, 

Of what's better than iron you need not to fear. 


7 1 fweep, He. 


But honeſty's beſt in what ſtation we are, 

For the grand ſweeper, Death, we can ſooner pre- 
are; : 

Your ſtateſmen, your parſon, your phyſic and law, 

When Death takes a ſweep are no more than a chaw. 


Tho' I ſweep, & fo 


8 . 
LAUGH AND LAY DOWN, 


HILE others attempt heavy minutes to kill, 
With Ombre, wich Commerce, Piquet, or 
Quadrille; F | 
For once let us ling an old game of renown, 
The old Britiſh paſtime of laugh and lay down, 


Hey down derry, ho denun derry, 
Hey down derry, hey bo, Hey ho. 


k fray — 24 
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This paſtime, the fountain and ſource of all arts, 
Is play'd by the force of mere natural parte; 
Its rules are ſo plain, from the plough take 2 clown, 


And he'll match the beſt monarch at laugh and lay 
down. | 


Hey daun derry, Oc. 


Old miſerly wretches who ſtarve in their rags, 
To add to the weight of their ill-gotten bags; 


At night from their bags they will ſquceze half a 


crown, 
To ſport with a damſel at laugh and lay down. 
Hy down aerry, Oc. 


+ 


Fat Aldermen too (tho' it paſs all belief) 

Forſake for this game even pudding and beef; 

Their ſenſes in claret no longer they drown, 

When ſpouſey invites them to laugh and lay down, 
Hey down derry, Cc. 


This game to promote all profeſſions agree, 

The lawyers eſteem it as good as a fee; 

The phyſical college with candour will own, 

That nature's beſt cordial is laugh and lay down, 
Hey down derry, Fe. 


Our reaſon as well as our ſenſe it refines, 

Or it ne'er would be practis'd by pious divines; 

Archbiſtiops and prieſts (no diſgrace to the gown) 

To a man are all cleyer at laugh and lay down, 
G3 Hey down gerry, Cc. 
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The women of all things are fond of the 1port, 
From the ruddy milk-maid to the duckeſs at court; 
Only play your cards well, and with black, fair and 
brown, | - 
You'll ne'er want a partner at laugh and lay down. 
Hey down derry, c. 


Tho' prudes may with coyneſs object to this p! ay, 
Tis the joy of their hearts, ſpite of all they can ſay; 
Tho? they piſh and cry fye, and refute with a frown, 


Do but puſh the thing home, and they'll laugh and 


lay down. 
Hey down derry, &c. 


Ye batchelors who to the game have regard, 
This moral will teach you to play a ſure card; 
Take blooming young wives, bid adieu to the town, 
And with them ſpend your ev'nings at laugh and 
| lay down. 
Hey down derry, &c. 


—ñ —U—i — 
8 O N 6. 


ALL IS A JOKE, 


8 . E bucks and ye bloods who love tipling and 


ſmoaking, 
Who ſeaſon each moment with laughing and joking; 
A while be but ſilent, attend what is ſpoke,, 
And ['!l make it appear that the world is a joke. 


Sing tantararara, joke all, joke all, 
Sing tantararara, joke all, 


and 


Cs 
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The patriot ſo grave, from plain fir to his grace, 
For his country will bawl, *till he gets a good place, 
The he -- inal the maſk, and he throws off the 
cloak, | 
And proves what he ſaid was, alas! but in joke. 
Sing lantararara, c. 


The gen'ral ſo brave would his poſt ſoon betray, 
If the foe would genteelly but double his pay ; 
No longer would venture with cannon and ſmoke, 
But refign and retire, and then laugh at the joke. 
% | Sing tantararara, c. 


The lawyer, who pleads that your cauſe is quite 


bod, 
Tho' he knows by himſelf it is not underſtood ; 
When he's drain'd all the fees that he can from 
your poke, 
Your cauſe is neglected, and all is a joke, _ 
| Sing tantararara, Cc. 


The phyſician fo prim, with his cane and large wig, 
Who lols in his chariot, and looks very big ; 
When Death comes and gives you the finiſhing 
ſtroke, | | 
You'll find his preſcriptions were all but a joke. 
Sing tantararara, &c. 


The next is old ſpin- text, reclaimer of evil, 
Who ſays, for your ſins you will go to the devil; 
When out of the pulpit, he'll wench, drink, and 
ſmoke, ” . | | 
And all will conclude, then his preaching's a joke. 
G 4 Sing tantararara, &c, 


5 11 


The ladies ſo virtuous, ſo charming and pretty, 

Who rail againſt lovers, and caſt away pity; 

Such railing we know is no more than a cloak, 
For the ladies were always all fond of a joke. 


Sing tantararara, Cc. 


The flattering fop, and the tradeſmen who cheat, 
Will joke at each other when paſſing the ſtreet; 

Nay, he that can't joke, we a ninny ſhould call, 
$2 let us fing tantararara, joke all. 


Sing tantararara, Oe. 
con OAPI” | . — 
. 
BACCHANALIAN JOYS DEFEATED, 


HILE I'm at the tavern quaffing, 
Well diſpos'd for t'other quart 
Comes my wife to ſpoil my laughing, 
Telling me 'tis time to part: 
Words I knew were unavailing, 
Yet | ſteraly antwer'd, no; 
Till from motives more prevailing, 
Sitting down ſhe treads my toe, 


Such 


— Fo is — p01 omen nam 


Je. 


Je. 8 


J do deſire: 


1 


Sach kind tokens to my thinking, 
Moit emphatically prove, 

That the joys that flow from drinking, 
Are averſe to thoſe of love ! 

Farewel friends, and t'other bottle, 
Since [ can no longer ſtay ; 

Love more learn'd than Ariſtotle, 
Has to move me found the way. 


VV 


THE SEA FIGHT, 


T AND to your guns my hearts of oak, 
Let not a word on board be ſpoke, 
Victorv ſoon will crown the joke, 
He ſilent and be ready: 
Ram home your guns and ſpunge them well, 
Let us be ſure the balls will tell, 
The cannons roar ſhail ſound their knel!; 
Be ſteady, boys, be ſteady. | 


Nor yet, nor yet, reſerve your fire 

Fire | 

Now the elements do rattle, | 

The gods, amaz'd behold the battle. 

A breadiide, my boys. | | 0 
| 25 See 
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See the blood in purple tide, 
Trickle down her batter'd fide ; 
Wing'd with fate the bullets fly, 
Conquer, boys, or bravely die! 
Hurl deſtruction on your foes, 

5 She finks—huzza! 

To the bottom down ſhe goes. 


N. 
O THE DAYS WHEN I WAS YOUNG, 


Sung in the Duenna. 


THE days when I was young, 
When I laugh'd at fortune's ſpite, 
Talk'd of love the whole day long, | 
And with nectar crown'd the night. 
Then it was, old father Care, 
Little reck'd I of thy frown ; 
Half the malice youth could bear, 
And the reft a bumper drown. 
| O the days, Dc. 


Truth they ſay lies in a well, 
Why, I vow, I ne'er could ſee; 
Let the water-drinkers tell, 
There it always lay for me: 5 
| or 


t 61 1 
For when ſparkling wine went round, 
Never ſaw I falſhood's maſk; 
But ſtill the honeſt truth I found, 


In the bottom of each flaſk, 


True, at length, my vigour's flown, 
1 have years to bring decay ; 

Few the locks that now I own, 
And the few I have are grey : 

Yet, old Jerome, thou may'ſt boaſt, 
While thy ſpirits do not tire ; 

Still beneath thy ages froſt, 
Glows a ſpark of youthful fire. 
| O the days, Wc, 


8 O N 8. 
RULE, BRITANNIA. 


HE N Britain firſt, at Heaven's command, 
Aroſe from out the azure main; 
Arxoſe, &c. | | 
This was the charter, the charter of the land, 
And guardian Angels ſung this ſtrain— 


Rule, Britannia, Britannia rule the waves, 
For Briions never will be ſlaves, 


G 6 | The 


„„ 
The Nat ions not ſo bleſt as thee, 
Muſt in their turn to tyrants fall; 


Muſt, &c. 
Whilſt thou ſhalt Rouriſh, ſhalt flouriſh great and 
free, 


The dread and envy of them all. 
Rule, Britannia, Oc. 


Still more majeſtic ſhalt thou riſe, 
More dreadful from each foreign ftroke ; 
More, &c. 

As ihe loud blaſt, the blaſt that rends the fries, 


Serves but to root thy native oak. 


Rule, Britannia, Tc. 


The haughty tyrants ne'er ſhall tame, 
All their attempts to bend thee down ; 
All their, &c. 
Will but arouſe, arouſe thy gen'rous flame, 
And work their woe and thy renown, 


I0 thee belongs the rural reign, 
Thy cities ſhall with commerce ſhine; 
Thy cities, &c. 

And thine ſhall be, ſhall * the ſubject main, 


And <ev'ry ſhore it circles thine. 


' Rule, Britannia, &c. 


Rule, Britannia, Se; | 


B e e 
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The muſes, till with freedom found, 

Shall to thy happy coaſt repair: 
Shall, &c. | | 
Bleſt Ifle! with beauties, with matchleſs beauti 

crown'd, 
And manly hearts to guard the fair, 


Rule, Britannia, Britannia rule the waves, 
For Britons never will be ſla ves. 


S-O N &. 
THE WANDERING SAILOR, 


dung by Mr. Banniſter, 


HE wand'ring ſailor ploughs the main, 
A competence in life to gain, 
Undaunted braves the ſtormy ſeas, 
To find, at laſt, content and eaſe: 
In hopes, when toil and danger's o'er, 
To anchor on his native ſhore. 


When winds blow hard, and mountains roll, 
And thunders ſhake from pole to pole; 
Tho” dreadful waves ſurrounding foam, 
Still flatt'ring fancy wafts him home : 

In hopes, when toil and danger's o'er 

To anchor on his native ſhore, 
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When round the bowl, the jovial crew, 
The early ſcenes of youth renew ; ne 


Tho' each his fav'rite fair will boaſt, 
This is the univerſal toaſt— 

May we, when toil and danger's o'er, 
Caſt anchor on our native ſhore, 1 


. 
PLEASURE THROUGH LIFE, 


Sung in Thomas and Sally. 


HEN I was a young one what girl was like 
| ä 1 9 5 
So wanton, ſo airy, ſo briſk as a bee? 
I tattled, I rambled, I laugh'd, and where c'er 
A fiddle was heard, to be ſure I was there. 


'To all that came near I had ſomething to ſay ;. 


*T was this, Sir, and that, Sir, but ſcarce ever nay; 


And, Sundays, dreſs'd out in my ſilk and my lace, 
I warrant I ſtood by the beſt in the place. 


At twenty I got me a huſband, poor man! 
Well, reſt him—we all are as good as we can; 
Yet he was ſo peeviſh, he'd quarrel for ſtraws, 
And jealous—tho? truly I gave him ſome caule. 
mn | 0 


' 
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He ſnubb'd me, and huff'd me, but let me alone, 
Egad, I've a tongue, and I paid him his own; 
Ye waves, take the hint, and when ſpouſe is un- 
tow'rd, : SES 
Stand firm to your charter, and have the laſt word, 


* 


But now I'm quite alter'd, the more to my woe, 
I'm not what 1 was forty ſummer's ago; 

This Time a fore foe ! there's no ſnunning his dart, 
However, I keep up a pretty good heart. 


Grown old, yet I hate to be fitting mum- chance, 
I ſtill love a tune, tho? unable to dance; 


And books of devotion laid by on my melf, 


I teach that to others I once did myſelf. 


en A CD 


Ss ON G. 


* 


THE TAYLOR AND SEMPSTRESS, | # 
Simile Simili gaudet. 


TAYLOR there was and he liv'd in a garret, 
Who ne'er in his days taſted Champaigne or 148 

: Chary + 

With high ſoups, or ragouts, he never was fed, 

But cabbage, believe me, was his daily bread. 

Derry down, &c, 


„ 


His work he purſu'd without any repining, : 
When bleſs'd with a pint of zhree-threads for his 
lining; 
Till Cupid, whoſe arrows mot cruelly treat us, 
With a Sempſtreſs's Boatin deſtroy'd his quizerus. 
De ry cown, c. 


No longer a birth-night affords any pleaſure, 
His patrerns lie ſcatter'd, in tatters his meaſure ; 
His 62/5 he contrives not with zteus to ſwell, 
Silt, tawift, tape, and buckram, he dams them to 
hell. 
Derry down, &c. 


Cupid, pitying his caſe, at length flew to his aid, 
And help'd him to fire-draw the hole he had made; 
And bade him be bold, and not ſtand like a mute, 
Whoe'er finiſn'd without firit beginning ait? 

Derry down, Qc. 


He viſits the Sempſtreſs with aukward addreſs, 

Proteſts on her kindneſs Hung his happineſs ; 

But ſhe ſcornfully ſneer'd at his ſpeeches and wheedle, 
For ſhe, lack a day, was as ſharp as a needle. 

5 Derry down, c. 


He told her, on hon'rable terms he was come, 
And beg'd he might ſoon be inform'd of his doom; 
Unleſs ſhe'd conſent to be ſhortly his wife, 


"The Fate's ſhears would ſoon cut of the remnant of 


0 


Derry dewn, c. 


E193 
Do you think, cry'd the Sempſtreſs, I'll take for a 
ſpouſe 
One whom no one eſteems three Hips of a louſe ? 
Advance in your favour whatever you can, 
A taylor is but the ninth part of a man 
Derry down, Ge. 


The taylor proceeded with lying, entreating, 

And making ſuch ſpeeches which ſcarce bear re- 
peating; 

A woman unmarry'd was uſeleſs he ſaid, 

Was juſt like a needie without any thread. 

| Derry down, Se, 


When the prieſt ſhould have tack'd them together, 
he cry'd, | 
For her palate, when dainty, he'd nicely provide; 
'Tho turkies and capons he could not aſpire, 
She might always be ſure of a gooſe at the jire. 
Derry down, Oe. 


As ſhe work' d he commended her fingers ſo nimble, 
And {wore that her eyes were more bright than her 
thimtle ; 
Tho? ſmall was his wit, he ſo ated his part, 
Tazk a 5 not how tas) he cabhag d her heart. 
| Derry diaun. Ges 


4 bad; in hand to the chapel they went, 

Nor appear'd in her viſſage the leaſt diſcontent; 

None but death could the conjugal knot have unty'd, 

For craſa-legg d together they ſat till they dy'd. 
Nun er Te: 


— 


. 
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POOR PU EF. 


Lively young barber, an amorous ſpark, 
Miſs 5titchwell, by moonlight, once met in 
ears: 
Between whom 7eze-a-tete ſoon did begin, 
hang, Puff much defiring to ſtick his pole in. 


Derry down, Cc. 


Her eyes he firſt ſwore like arp razors had horn, , 
His heart of its eaſe, which had made him forlorn ; 


But thus ſhe made anſwer, oh fie, Johnny, ſie, 


Your pole I proteſt you ſhall ne'er ſtick in my 


Derry down, Oc. 


He then ſwore like ſceap in het water he dwindled, 
For love had within his poor breaſt a flame kindledz 


He ne'er could be happy unleſs he could win her 


To let him bea: up nature's lather within her. 


Derry down, 2 Co 


With ſmiling, and ſmirking, and wantonly leering, 


Said ſhe, you young den are quite full of your 


jeerin 


With tongues fmooth as hones, too, you'll flatter and 


„ 
'Thro? talking, tho' none ſhall beat /uds up in my 


Derry diwn, c. 
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Scon taking the hint, to a bench he ſtrait led her, 


Where he with her linen then partly o'erſpread her, 
And ſoon Mr. Puff, to end well this odd matter, 
Pull'd out his machine and in haſte let fly at her. 


Derry deaon, Oc. 


She endur'd it with eaſe, tho' ſhe made him the 


1 er, 

And ſay, he ne'er lather'd a leard that was tougher; 
Yet as it had turn'd his zoos edge, the once more 
Deſir'd he would fet it, and then /aher o'er, 


Derry deaun, Ic. 


T'effect which, his ſoap- balls ſhe ſqueez'd, but in 


vain, 

He could not make /ads in her baſon again, 

Which made her exclaim to poor Puff's great diſ- 
honour, 


A block-head of wood alight as well lie upon her. 
Derry down, Qc. 


Says ſhe, ſuch a ſrimmer as you ] ne'er felt, 
Your 7oll of pomatum ſo quickly does melt, 
Your ciſtern ſoon drain'd too, and cock therefore 
| uſeleſs, — 
A ewweaving-frams I might as ml. have that's 
Juiceleſs, 


* 


Derry 4 Ee. 


SONG. 


HEN kind friends expect a ſong, 
Something new and ſtriking; 
Surely he can ne 'er be Wrong, 


Who gives each his liking, 
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EVERY ONE'S LIKI Ne, | — 1. 

Sung by Mr. Arrowſmith, at Vauxhall, | EI 


Patriots like to pet a place, 
The Courtiers theirs to keep; 
Country *ſquires to drink and chaſe, 


And cats to eat and ſleep. 


Parſons like a Biſhopric, 


Gamblers like to bubble; 
Doors like to ſee friends ſick, 
Lawyers theirs in trouble. i Wy 


Soldiers like both peace and pay, 


When fighting is no more; T 
Sailors like a road to ſtray, 


For gold to waſh aſhore, | 1 
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Ruddy bullies like to bluſter, 

Pale beaux to ſeem polite ; 

THin-band Captains like a muſter, 
But neither like to fight, 


Ladies like—a thouſand things, 
Baut yet it were not weil; 

He who for his pleaſure ſings, 
| Should all their likings tell. 


. 
TO BANISH LIFE'S TROUBLES. 


O baniſh life's troubles, the Grecian old Sage, 
Preſt the fruit of the vintage oft into the bowl, 
Which made him forget all the care of old age; 
It bloom d in his face and made happy his 1oul : 


Wiule here we are found, 25 
Put the bumper around, Fr 
Tis the liquor of lite that each care can controul, 1 f 5 


This jovial philoſopher thought that the ſun, * 
Was thirſty, and often drank deep of the main; FO 
That the planets would tipple away as they run, 
| The earth wanted moiſture and ſoak'd up the rain: 
While here we are found, 
| Put the bumper around, 


Tis the liguor of life and why ſhould we refrain. 
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Its virtues are known both in war and in love, | A 

The hero and lover alike it makes bold; = "al 

Vexations in life's buſy day 'twill remove, I 
Delightful alike to the young and the old : * 

While here we are found, Cor 

Put the bumper around, | 4] 

That every ill may by wine be controul'd. | As 

2 
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FRIENDSHIP AND LOVE, 


T HO" Bacchus may boaſt of his care-killing 
bowl, „ 55 
And folly in thought-drowning revels delight, 
Such worſhip alas! has no charms for the ſoul, 
When iofter devotion the ſenſes invite. 


To the arrow of fate or the canker of care, 


His potions oblivious a balm may beſtow ;. Ne 

But to fancy that feeds on the charms of the fair, ＋I 
The death of reflection the care of all woe. 

ey | Ne 

| |} Te 

What ſoul that's poſſeſt of a dream fo divine, Ne 

With riot would bid the ſweet viſton be gone? | TI 


For a tear that bede ws ſenſibility's ſhrine, | 
Is a drop of more worth than all Pacchus's tun, 


Each 


| E 14g] 
Each change and exceſs hath thro? life been my doom, 
And well can I ſpeak of its joy and its ſtrife; _ 
The bottle affords us a glimpſe thro? the gloom, 
But love's the true ſunſhine that gladdens our life, 


Come then, roſy Bacchus and ſpread o'er my ſight 
The magic illuſions that raviſh the ſoul ; 

Awake in my breaſt the ſoft dream of delight, 
And drop from thy myrtle one leaf in my bowl. 


Then deep will I drink of the nectar divine, 
Dor er, jolly God, from the banquet remove; 
But each tube of my heart ever thirſt for the wine, 
That's 1 by Friendſhip and ſweeten'd by 
LOVE, | Ce. 


83 0 N C. 
THE CHOICE SPIRIT'S LOTTERY: 


. \ * national ſchemer's awhile give me leave, 


A icheme I'll advance that ſhall no ways 


: deceive ; 
No humbug I mean ſet on foot by the great, 
Tho” a lottery's my {ſcheme—it is not of the Rate, 


No your tickets divide into ſhares, 

To plunder your pockets and heighten your cares 
No blanks to depreſs you come in my deſign, 

The wheel is good humour, the prize is good wine. 


From 


m ny mere txt re 


id 


[ 144 ] 


From a ſcheme ſuch as this, what delight muſt Ae | 


crue, 
To a people who always give Bacchus his due: 
Choice god of the grape, by thy virtues his 
The cauſe I'll relate you fo juſtly admir'd. 


* 


"Tis wine that gives freedom we always maintain; 


The ſlave fill'd with claret deſpiſes his chain; 


Tis wine gives, us wit, and ennobles the ſenſe, 


And aids fancy's flight as new ſpirits commence. 


The hero aſpires to conqueſts and arms, 
The lover deſpiſes his miſtreſs's charms ; 


The preacher delivers his precepts {o fine, 


Replete with the pow'r giving Juice of the vine. 


Then our lottery attend all who love friſk and fm, 
You are ſure of a prize for no more than a crown; 
Apollo and Bacchus here jointly agree 

To take off the hip, and renew you with glee, 


Let the vot'ry of Plutus, who values his ic 


To be happy for once ſteal a crown for himſelf; 

Ye ſons of the turf, leave your tricking and lies, 

The whole courſe is a blank—here you're ſure of a 
prize. 


ve lovers, ye fops, or whoever may pleaſe, : 
Leave your ſighing and cares, here you'll quickly 
ſind eaſe :; | 
Old and Young, great and little, attend to my call, 
This ev? Fg we draw, fir, at Comus's-hall. 
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